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THE HOME. 



FIRST DIVISION. 



MOKNINO DISPUTES, AND EVfiNING QUARREL. 

** My dear child, it is not worth while for me to read 
to you if you are incessantly gaping, and perpetually 
looking about first to the right and then to the left," 
said Lagman* Frank, rather vexed whilst he laid down 
a treatise of Jeremy Bentham, and rose from his seat. 

** Pardon me, dear Mend, but those clever works are 
somewhat difficult to digest, and I was thinking of 

...... Listen, good Brigitta ! " And Madame 

Elise Frank motioned an old maid servant to approach, 
and spoke to her in an under tone. 

Meanwhile the Lagman, a handsome energetic look- 
ing man, of about forty years of age, was pacing up 
and down the room. Suddenly he paused in thoughtful 
attitude opposite a wall, and when the lady of the house 

* Lagman is the title of a magistrate in Sweden, to whom 
the jurisdiction of a certain district belongs ; the appellation is 
premised, since there is no English word exactly corresponding 
to it. 
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6 THE HOME. 

bad ended her conversation with the servant, he ex- 
claimed : " What do you think, my love, if we had a 
door made here ? — ^it may very easily be done, for here 
there is only a partition waU ; — ^we might then be able 
to get into the bed room without having first to pass the 
ante-chamber and nursery ; — that would be very con- 
venient !" 

Elise with some anxiety replied : *' And where can 
the sofa stand, then ?" 

" The sofa ? The sofa might be moved to one side. 
It will have more than sufficient room." 

**But, dearest friend, it will make a dangerous 
draught from the door to those who may have to sit in 
the corner there." 

" Ah 1 always obstacles and difficulties. Don't you 
perceive now yourself that it would be a great advantage 
to have a door there ?" 

" No 1 candidly speaking, I think it better as it is." 

" Yes, that is always the way with women. They 
would move nothing, do nothing, alter nothing to im- 
prove and render things more comfortable ; everything 
must be good and excellent just as it is until some one 
makes the alteration for them ; then all at once they 
see the improvement, then they cry. Ah ! see, now it is 
splendid ! Doubtless the ladies belong to the stationary 
party." 

*' And the gentlemen to the movement, at least, as 
far as building and grievance-making is concerned." 

This expression was intended to be uttered in a 
playful tone, but the word "grievance-making" be- 
trayed some little unpleasantness of feeling, which 
ag9in called forth some little tone of acrimony in the 
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voice of the Lagman, whilst replying to the sarcasms 
upon the gentlemen : '* Yes, they are not so frightened 
of a little trouble when great gain is to be affected by it." 

** But — are we not to have any breakfast to-day 7 It 
is twenty- two minutes past nine. It really is dreadful, 
dear Elise, that you cannot accustom your maid to 
punctuality. T|^e is nothing more provoking than to 
waste one's time in waiting, nothing more useless, 
more intolerable, nothing that might more easily be 
remedied were there but the determination. Life really 
is too short to spend half of it in waiting I Five and 
twenty minutes past nine ! And the children — are they 
not ready yet? For heaven's sake, dear Elise " 

** I will go and see after it," said Elise, and went out 
quickly. 

It was Sunday. The June sun shone into a large 
cheerful chamber, and was brightly reflected upon a 
snow-white damask table cloth which hung down in silky 
folds from an oval table, whereon the coffee service was 
arranged with much neatness. It was with an ill- 
humoured countenance that the Lagman approached 
the breakfast table ; suddenly, however, he brightened 
up on the entrance of a person, on whom some young 
ladies would undoubtedly have immediately pronounced 
the sentence of ** dreadfully ugly," but whom the re- 
flecting physiognomist would certainly have regarded 
with interest. This person was tall, uncommonly 
slender, with a carriage inclining towards the left side ; 
he was of sallow complexion, and his by no means 
common-place features were shaded by a look of care, 
which, however, was often replaced by a smUe of sin- 
gular sweetness. His forehead was often contracted 
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into deep wrinkles oVer his large brown singulftr eyes ; 
aboye it arose a forest of dark brown hair^ and one 
might haye fancied that among the bristly locks an in- 
calculable host of ill'humours and contradictions had 
their abode. They likewise seemed to dwell in the 
deep furrows which intersected his facei not one of 
which, however, was lax or wanting in expression^ 
Neither the wrinkles, however, nor all the austerity 
either in the words, or in the voice of the Assessor 
Jeremiah Munter, could hide an expression of sincere 
kindness, which seemed to pervade his whole character, 
thus the sap in the knotty oak causes the green foliage 
to shoot forth from its stiff and resisting branches. 

"Good day to you, brother," cried the Lagman, 
heartily, reaching out his hand to the visitor. " How 
fares it with you f" 

" Badly 1" answered the grumbler, " how else should 
it? What wretched weather. As cold as January. 
And what people we have in the world I It's a pity 

and a shame. I have been so vexed to-day that 

Have you read that malicious article against you in 
the newspaper?" 

** Noi I do not take the paper, but I have heard it 
Spoken of. I suppose it is directed against my pam- 
phlet on the condition of the poor in the province ?" 

" Yes, or rather no ; for the singular point is, that it 
scarcely relates to the subject — the attack is purely 
personal ;^-the basest insinuations, the grossest abuse I" 

" So I have heard ; and, therefore, do not trouble 
myself to read it." 

" Have you heard, too, who wrote it ?" 

" No, nor do I wish to know." 
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" But you ought) for one should leam to know dne's 
enemies. It is Mr.N. I should like to give the 
fellow three emetics that he might learn to taste his 
own bile I" 

« What 1 N«i who lives just opposite^ and who has 
lately had his child brought home from the Cape^-the 
poor motherless girl V 

" The very same ; but you must fead the piece^ were 
it but to give a greater relish to your Coffee, Look 
here. I have it with me« I got to know that it was to 
have been sent to your wife to 'day* Yes, there are 
pretty rascals in this world. But| where is your wife 
to*day?" Ahl here we have herl Good morning, 
Madame Elise I So charming in the early morning 1 
But so pale-^eh, eh, eh ! That won't do* What do I 
say and preach contitiually ? Exercise, fresh air, no 
other remedy in the world. But, who believeth our 
report ? No ; adieu, my friends. Where is my snuff 
box ? Among those papers ? The accursed papers, 
they are always tumbling over everything. Not even 
one's snuff box can they leave in peace. Adieu, 
Madame Elise ! Adieu, Frank! Well, to be sure, how 
he sits there and reads abuse of himself, as if it didn't 
concern him at all. See, he laughs into th6 bargain. 
—Good appetite io your breakfast, my friends I" 

** The same to you, if you will join us 1" asked Elise's 
friendly voice. '' We have some quite fresh home*baked 
bread to offer you to-day»" 

** No, thank you, I am no friend of your home-made 
things. It's good for nothing, however people may boast 
of it. Home-baked, home-brewed, home-made, sounds 
very fine, but all good for nothing." 



d by Google 



10 THB HOME. 

" Do but try if it*s good for nothing to-day. Here is 
Madame Folette on the table. You certainly must ac- 
cept a cup from her." 

** Mam ? what is that 7 What plaguy Madame is 
this who is to offer me a cup ? I never could endure 
old women, and are they even to come upon the coffee 
table " 

" Tliat round coffee pot is Madame Folette ? Don't 
you like her ?" 

" Why do you call it so ? What nonsense !'* 

" It is a fancy of the children. A respectable widow 
of that name, whom I once treated with coffee, ex- 
claimed at the sight of her favourite beverage : ** When- 
ever I see a coffee pot I think myself in heaven." The 
children heard this, and pretended to perceive a great 
resemblance between the figure of Madame Folette and 
this coffee pot ; it has since gone by her name. She 
is a favourite with the children, for she pours out 
coffee to them every morning." 

" Why, do you give the children coffee ? Can't they 
get thin enough without that ? Are they to be burnt up 
so young ? Petrea surely is lanky enough. I have 
never liked her looks, and if she gets to be a coffee- 
drinker, I . . . ." 

" fiut dearest Munter, you are not in a good humour 
to-day !" 

" Good humour ! No, Madame Elise, I am not in 
a good humour. I don't know much in this world 
about which we could be in a good humour. There 
now, your chair has torn a hole in my coat lap ! Is 
that pleasant ? That's true home-made. Well, I'm 
going, provided your doors — are they home-made too ? 
— wiU, let me pass." 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE HOME. 11 

" Won*t you come back and dine with us ?*' 

** No, thank you, I am already engaged elsewhere, 
and moreover here in this house." 

" To the Courtmarshalless W. ?" 

'< No, heaven forbid, I can't bear that woman. She 
is continually preaching. Preaching to me indeed ! I 
have a great mind to preach to her 1 And then her 
cursed dog Pyrrhus or Pirre, — I should like well to 
kill it. And besides, she is so skinny, I can't bear 
skinny people, least of aU skinny old women !" 

" Can't you 1 Do you know what report says about 
you and old Miss Rask ?" 

"That miserable woman 1 well, what does malice 
say about me and old Miss Rask ?" 

** Why that you met her the other day on the stairs, 
when she was going to her room. There she was 
panting on account of the high stairs and the weakness 
in her chest. Malice says, that, with the greatest polite- 
ness you offered her your arm, escorted her most 
attentively up the stairs, and never left her till she 
reached her own door ; after that you sent up a pound 
of cough lozenges and . . . . " 

** And I suppose you think I did all that for her sake ? 
No thank you ; but I did it that the old skeleton might 
not fall over my stairs and die there, and that I mightn't 
be obliged to climb over her ugly corpse. For no 
other reason in the world, I dragged her up the stairs. 
Yes, yes, that's the truth of the matter. I dine to day 
with Miss Bemdes. She's a rational person and her 
little Miss Laura is very pretty. See, here comes the 
whole tribe of children ! Most obedient sister Louisa ! 
Yes that's right, little Miss Eva ! She is not afraid of 
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the Ugly old man ; you — God bleto you, there's sugar- 
candy for you I and the little one, she looks for all the 
world like a little angel .... Is she screaming at me ? 
Then I must be gone, for I can't bear the crying of 
children. Heayen defend me ! Belongs, I dare say, 
to the pleasures of home, all alike — Home- music. 
Home- baked. Home-made, Home-music . . Oh dear. I" 

The Assessor rushed out at the door, the Lagman 
laughed, the little one was pacified by the sight of a 
twisted bun, through which brother Henric's hand* 
some eye spied kindly at her. The children flocked 
skipping round the break£suit table. 

" Come, come, my little angels, keep yourselves quiet 
now ; wait dear Petrea 1 Patience is a virtue. Eva, 
my darling don't behave so 1 You don't see me do so !" 

Thus the mother chided gently, whilst helped by her 
eldest daughter, the intelligent little Louisa, she at- 
tended to the children. The father walked about, 
delighted, tapped their little heads, and stroked their 
hair. " I ought to have had all your hair cut yesterday," 
said he. ** Eva has such a wig, that one scarcely sees 
her face ; give your father a kiss, my little girl 1 To- 
morrow morning I'll have your wig taken off 1" 

''And mine too, and mine too, father," cried the others. 

" Yes, yes, I'll shave the whole of you," answered 
the father. They all laughed, but the little one hid her 
light, curly head, frightened, in her mother's bosom. 
The father lifted it gently, and kissed first the child 
and then the mother. " Now put some sugar in papa's 
cup !" said she, ** see, he holds it to you." The little 
one smiled, put some sugar in the cup, and Madame 
Folette went gaily round. 
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But we now leave Madame Folette, home-baked 
bread, family-breakfast, and morning 8un*ihine, and 
betdce ourselves to the evening lamp, by which Elise 
ia writing. 

TO CECILIA. 

I must sketch for you my little group of children, 
who, after taking their supper, have just repaired to 
rest upon iheii soft pillows. Oh« if I had but a good 
portrait — I mean a painted one — if my Henric, my 
first-bom, my summer-child> as indeed I call him, for 
he was bom on a midsummer day, in the summer hour 
of my life and'happiness. But the pencil of a Correggio 
alone could pourtray those fair, bright, blue eyes, those 
golden locks, that lovely mouth, that countenance of 
pure and sweet expression. Goodness and happiness 
gleam in his looks, and the very joy of e^ustence ani- 
mates the perpetual movements of his limbs. My boy 
of eleven years is also very — ^his father says — too impe- 
tuous. But in spite of this wildness, he possesses a deep, 
anxious sensibility, which often makes me tremble for 
his future. 

God preserve my darling boy, — my. summer child, 
my only son I Oh, how dearly do I love him. Ernst 
often warns me againa^ a partial love for this child. 
And thereCoie I will now leave th« picture No. 1, and 
proceed to - 

No, 2. 

Now bdiold little Louisa, our eldest daughter, who 
has but recently passed her tenth year. You see a se- 
rious fs£k girl, not handsome, but with a round, agree- 
able faee ; from wbSsh I hope to be able gradually to 
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banish a rather harsh expression. She is uncommonly 
industrious, quiet, and orderly; kind towards her 
younger brothers and sisters, but a little inclined to 
dictate. It is a great point with her to maintain her 
dignity as the eldest sister, on which account the little 
ones giye her sometimes the title of ** Her majesty," 
at others of " the Counsellor." My little Louisa ap- 
pears to me as if she would be one of those who pass 
through this world quietly and discreetly, and therefore, 
happily. 

No 3. 
Of my little Eva, nine years old, they say that she 
will be very much like her mother. I hope it will be 
an improved and elegant edition. Imagine a little 
soft, round figure, which amidst play and laughter, rolls 
about lightly and nimbly, with a changing physiognomy, 
which is rather plain than handsome, but which is 
illumined by a pair of beautiful, dark, blue eyies, 
easily excited by grief, and as easily to joy ; heartily kind, 
coaxing, fond of confectionary, pleased with strangers c 
and fine clothes, with dolls and play : little Eva is \ 
greatly beloved by her sisters, and the servants, and is 
her brother's best friend and companion. | 

No. 4. 
Nob. 3 and 4 do not agree very well together. 
Poor Leonora's childhood has been but sickly ; and to 
this I believe, more than to nature, may be attributed 
her capricious and violent temper. It has also im- 
planted in her the seeds of envy towards her more 
fortunate brothers and sisters. Of deep feeling there 
is no lack, but her feculties of comprehension are duU, 
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and she finds it difficult to learn her task, be it what it 
may. There is no promise of gracefulness, but rather 
.the contrary. Her mouth is at present undergoing the 
disfiguring process of chang^ing the teeth. She can 
scarcely grow up otherwise than very plain, but by the 
help of God, I hope she will become good and happy. 
" My dear, my ugly child," I say to her sometimes, 
whilst enclosing her tenderly in my arms. Gladly would 
I reconcile her early to her fate. 

No. 5. 

But what can fate do with the nose of my Petrea ? 
It is at present the most conspicuous part of her person 
Were it not so large she would be a handsome child 
We hope it will grow into fairer proportions. She is a 
lively girl, eager in all things, good as well as bad ; in- 
quisitive, restless, unmanageable beyond measure, with 
a dangerous desire to attract notice and excite interest. 
Her activity manifests itself in her in great destructive- 
ness. She is good-natured, and is generous from her 
very soul. She joins with Henric and Eva in all man- 
ner of pranks, whenever they choose to receive her into 
their favour, and when these three whisper together, one 
may be sure there is some roguish freak on the way. 
There is already so much of restlessnesss in her, that I 
fear she wiU have but a stormy day of life, but she shall 
learn early to turn to Him, who is able to change per- 
plexity into peace. 

No. «. 

And now to the spoiled child of the house, the 
youngest, the fairest, the so called " Little one ;" to her, 
who with her white hands puts the sugar daily into her 
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father's and her mother's cup,*-*or else they would not 
relish their eoffee,*--to her, whose little bed has not yet 
been removed from her parents' bed-room, who every 
morning crawls up to their bed, lays her light, curly 
little head against her father's shoulders, and there 
falls asleep again. Could you see my Gabriele, of two 
years old, with her large bright brown eyes, her fine, 
somewhat pale, but indescribably lovely countenance, 
her lovely delicately small features, you would be en- 
chanted with her, as it is di£Scult for us all not to be so. 
She is a little quiet child, but very unlike her eldest 
sister. A prominent feature in Gabriele is a sense for 
the beautiful ; she manifests a decided antipathy to 
every thing that is ugly and uncomfortable, and a 
decided love for every thing handsome. A most lovely 
little air of distinction, in mien and gesture, causes her 
brothers and sisters to call her by way of jest ** the 
little young lady," or "the little princess." Henric 
is downright in love with his little sister, and kisses 
away her little white hands, and most heartily does she 
love him in return. Towards others she is often rather 
capricious, and our good friend, the Assessor, calls her 
sometimes " the little kind one," sometimes " the little 
cross one," and has generally a number of names for 
her. May she one day merit the name of "The 
Amiable." 

Peace to my little ones ! There is not one of them 
that does not possess within materials for peculiar 
virtue and excellence, as well as the dangerous germ 
of evili which might destroy God's precious seed. 
Would that their father and I might become worthy 
fosterers of these dear heavenly plants. But ah 1 the 
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education of children is no easy task, and the many 
books on education which I have studied are, be it 
their fault or mine, but of little help to me. Ah 1 often 
can I do no better than to enclose the child in my arms 
and weep most heartily over it, or else kiss it for joy ; 
and it seems to me, as if such moments are full of 
value. 

I endeavour to chide as little as possible ; I know 
how easily may thereby be banished the open-minded- 
ness and the innocent joy of childhood ; and I am in 
general of opinion, that, if we only go on continually 
cultivating what is good, inspiring it and bringing it to 
light, the bad will of itself gradually disappear. 

I sing much to my little ones ; they have been 
trained up in song. I wished, as it were, early to bathe 
their souls in harmony. Several of them, especially 
my first-born son and Eva, are truly little enthusiasts 
in music, and every evening, as soon as twilight breaks 
in, the children assemble around me, and I must then 
sing to them at the piano, or I must let them sing little 
songs themselves, to which I play. It is my Henric's 
reward, when he has behaved himself well during the 
day, that I sing to him at his bedside till he falls 
asleep. He says that he has then such beautiful dreams. 
We often spend this hour in chatting, and then I re- 
joice with all my heart over his lively and pure spirit. 
When he forms his great plans for the future, he always 
says : " And when I am grown up, and have a house of 
my own, then, mother, you shall come to me, and I 
shall have so many servants to wait upon you, and you 
shall have so many flowers, and every thing you like, 
and you shall live like a queen ; but in the evening 
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you shall sit by me and sing to me till I tall asleep — 
won't you do so?" When at length he falls asleep 
afmid plans and songs, I can often still remain a long 
time near his bed and my heart swells with joy and 
pilde in this angel. Ernst maintains, that I spoil him ; 
ah, perhaps it is so ! but certain it is, that I strive 
earnestly not to do it Besides I can say of all my 
children, as one of my friends does of hers, that they 
are tolerably good, t. «., not good enough for hfea- 
ven. 

I am alone this evening. Ernst is with the Cap- 
tain-general of the country ; to day is my birth-day, 
and I have told it to no one, for I love to celebrate 
this day in quiet commune with my own thoughts. 

H6w do the years gone by roll back before my sight 
at this moment ! I see myself again in the house of 
my parents, that good, cheerful beloved Home ! I see 
myself again at your side, my only beloved sister, in 
that large splendid house with the meadows and villages 
around us; we looked down upon them from those 
high windows, yet we rejoiced, that the sun reflected 
its rays into the lowly huts as well as into our large 
apartments ; every thing seemed to us so well 
ordered. 

Life was then joyful to us, Cecilia, and so free from 
care ! How we wept over ** Des voeux temeraireSf" and 
over " Fedor and Maria J" Those were our distresses. 
Our life was singing, dancing, and playing with 
our numerous gay neighbours ; amongst the most po- 
lished we were enthusiasts in music and literature. 
We thought ourselves virtuous when we loved 
those, by whom we were loved, and gave of our abund- 
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ance to the needy around us. Friendship was our pas- 
sion ! We would haye died for friendship, but love was 
to find us of stone. How we sported with our lovers, and 
what pleasure did we not find in playing the parts of 
cruel heroines of romance. How unmerciful were we, 
and — ^how easily did our lovers console themselves I 
Then Ernst Frank came to visit us. His character 
as a learned and energetic man preceded him, and 
claimed our attention; for however it may arise, 
woman love to contemplate talent in men. Do you 
remember still, how we were struck with him 7 how 
his noble appearance, his open and decided and yet 
always agreeable deportment at first pleased us and 
then awed us. 

One might have said, that morally as well as physic- 
ally he stood firm, on the earth. His mourning-garb, 
a trace of quiet manly sorrow, which at times appeared 
on his face, contributed to render him interesting in 
our sight. You thought notwithstanding that he looked 
too austere and in his presence my usual unstrained 
spirits tailed me, when his dark grave eyes were fixed 
upon me they exercised a half enchanting, half oppres- 
sive power over me. I felt happy in it but was never- 
theless in fear ; my movements were constrained, my 
hands grew cold and did everything clumsily, and I 
never spoke more stupidly, than when I perceived, 
that he was listening. Aunt Lisette gave me once this 
maxim : " My dear, remember what I now tell you : if 
a man should think you stupid, he will not like you 
the less for it ; but if he believes that you think him 
stupid you are forever lost in his opinion." Be the 
latter as it may — I have heard a clever young man as- 
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sei-t, that the latter would only operate upon him as 
salt upon fire — this much is certain, that there must be 
some truth in the former, for my stupidity in Ernst's 
presence did me no harm with him; and when he was 
mild and friendly, how infinitely agreeable did he not 
then appear I His influence upon me became greater 
every day; when his eyes beamed with kindness, it 
penetrated my soul like a breeze of spring ; when his 
look became more serious than usual, I grew anxious 
and uneasy. At times it seems to me, — and so I still 
feel, — that, if this bright, this marvellously penetrating 
look should be fixed in severe reproof upon me, my 
heart would cease to beat. And yet I do not know, 
whether I loved him. I scarcely believe it When he 
was absent, I breathed so freely and lightly; but I 
could have saved his life with the peril of my own. 
On many subjects we did not sympathise together. 
He had no taste for music, which I loved passionately ; 
and in reading we could not agree at all. He yawned 
at my favourite romances, sometimes even laughed, 
when I was on the point of crying ; I on the other 
hand gaped at his useful and leam«d books, and found 
them more wearisome than I liked to confess. The 
world of Phantasy, in which I liked to occupy my 
thoughts, he esteemed but lightly ; and the weighty 
reality which he sought in life was without charm to 
me. There were however many points wherein we 
agreed, — these were especially moral questions — and 
when this was the case, it afibrded us the most lively 
pleasure. It was at this time, Cecilia, that you were 
obliged to leave me; and our paths were separated 
though not our hearts. 
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One day there were many strangers visiting at our 
house. In the afternoon I played Volant with young 
cousin Ersil, who well deserved to be a favourite with 
us. How it happened, I cannot tell, but Ernst took 
his place and became my opponent in the game. He 
looked unusually animated, and I felt myself more 
disengaged than usual in his presence. He threw the 
flying dragon excellently and with a steady hand, but 
always made it fly over my head, so that in order to 
catch it I was obliged to retreat a few steps. Thus I 
was chased unawares sporting gaily all the time 
through a long suite of rooms until we found ourselves 
far from the company and alone. Ernst then suddenly 
left off playing and a change manifested itself in his 
whole appearance. I suspected mischief, and would 
gladly have escaped far away, but I was chained to the 
spot. Then Ernst spoke to me so feelingly^ so seriously 
and so tenderly, that he drew my heart to him ; I laid 
my hand, though trembling, in his, and almost uncon- 
sciously to myself, I consented to become his partner 
through life. I had just completed my nineteenth 
year. My good parents approved of the alliance of 
their daughter with a man so universally respected and 
esteemed, of whom it was also prophesied, that he 
would one day attain to the highest dignities of the 
state — and Ernst, part of whose nature it was to press 
onward eagerly towards every object in view, arranged 
everything so, that our marriage was celebrated 
shortly after. 

Several members of my family believed, however, 
that I had rather descended by this alliance. I did 
not think so, but the reverse. I was of genteel birth, 
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had severalimportant family-connections, was brought 
up in a brilliant circle, amid all the superficial accom* 
plishments of the day, in luxury and thoughtlessness. 
He was a man who had made his own way in the world, 
who by honest exertions, and through many difficulties 
had raised his family firom its depressed position, and 
had secured a future competence for his mother and 
sister ; he was a man of independence, purity, and ex- 
cellence — yes, excellence. I discerned this clearer 
the more I penetrated through the somewhat rough 
shell to the kernel of his character ; I felt how inferior 
I was compared to him. The first year of our marriage 
I spent in the house of my parents as they had re- 
quested that fayour of my husband ; and if I had felt 
his superiority less, and had been more fully convinced 
that he was perfectly satisfied with me, nothing would 
have been wanting to complete my happiness. All 
paid me extreme attention ; and, perhaps that might 
be the reason why Ernst in comparison appeared a 
little cold. I was the spoiled child of my too indulgent 
parents. I was thoughtless and wayward ; and — alas ! 
a little of the latter defect still remains. However, it 
happened at this period, that under my husband's 
guidance, true excellence, and the serious occupations 
of life began daily to assume their due value in my 
mind. Married life and family duties, my native 
country and the world, in all their relations, and in 
their sacred signification, burst in their full lustre on 
my sight. Ernst was my teacher. I regarded him 
with love, but not without fear. Many expeditions 
were planned for the summer, and floated brightly in 
my romantic imagination. Among these was a pedes- 
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trian tour into die beautiful country west of Sweden, 
and this was one of the darling projects of my Ernst. 
His mother, (from whom little Pelrea derives her rather 
singular name), was a Norwegian, imd her beloved 
memoiry was associated with ihe mountains and vallies, 
which she had described to him as a wonderful world 
of enchantment These recollections form a romantic 
spot in Ernst's imagination, whither he retreats when 
he wishes to refresh his feelings, and give new life to 
the future. ^* Next year we wiH travel," he then ex< 
claimsj and we planned together our journeys on the 
mstp ; and I iiad already selected the days which I 
proposed to travel, and in which I wished to visit 
"sea-girt Norway.*' Alas 1 for me, there soon came 
other journeys. 

It happened at this time that my first-bom saw the 
light <if day ; my beautiful boy, who so engrossed both 
my love and thoughts, that Ernst was almost jealous. 
How often have I stolen away in the night, to his bed 
side, in order to contemplate him as ho slept. He 
was a liverly, though restless child, and it was for that 
reason, a source of peculiar pleasure to me to watch 
him while reposing; he was so divinely beautiful 
in his sleep I Whole nights could I have spent 
bending over his cradle. So far, Cecilia, all had gone 
on like the romances, which, in the days of our youth, 
fed our imaginations and our affections. But other 
times came. First the great reverse in the pecuniary 
circumstances of my parents, which affected so strongly 
our position in life Then for me, a numerous family, 
cares in abundance, sorrow and sickness. Both 
my mind and body would inevitably have been sunk, 
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if Ernst had not been the man he is. Tt lay in hid 
character to struggle againt the stream : and it was a 
kind of pleasure to him to contend with adversity, and 
to overcome obstacles. Every year he took more duty 
upon him, and, through the most strenuous exertions, 
he gradually succeeded in restoring prosperity to his 
family. What an endless source of happiness ! What 
a sweet support was it to me in those moments, when, 
without him, I should have felt myself completely miser- 
able. How many nights has he watched on my account? 
how often has he rocked the sickly child to sleep in 
his arms ? And every child which came to increase 
his labours and his cares was received with joy, as a 
gift sent by heaven, and its arrival was a feast day in 
the house. How has my heart thanked him, and how 
have his skill and foresight strengthened me ! When 
little Gabriele was born, I was reduced to the brink of 
the grave, and I firmly believe that had it not been for 
the assiduous care of my Ernst, I should have been 
parted from my many little ones. In the long period 
of weakness which followed I rarely set my foot on the 
ground, for his arms bore me wherever I wished to go. 
He was indefatigable in his kindness and patience 
towards the invalid mother. Should I not then — 
now restored to the enjoyment of health — devote my 
whole life to him ? Oh, yes, that I will, and that I dow 
If my ability were only as great as my desire. Do you 
know, Cecilia, what often distresses me greatly? 
1 am by no means a clever housekeeper. I have no 
taste, and no memory for all the little arrangements 
on which the comfort of a house so much depends. 
I have, in particular, a dislike to the daily provision 
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for the table. I have myself but a very moderate ap- 
petite, and it is therefore disagreeable to me to go to 
sleep in the evening and to rise in the morning with my 
head full of considerations about eatables. Hence it 
arises that my husband has not so many domestic com- 
forts as he might with justice expect Hitherto my 
own ill-health, the care of the children, and our strait- 
ened circumstances, have been very just excuses ; but 
these can no longer be admitted, as my health is re- 
stored, and our increased prosperity now affords oppor- 
tunity for more enjoyments in the house. I try now to 
the utmost to fulfil my duties ; but ah I how delightful 
will it be, when little Louisa arrives at an age when 
I can lay part of the burden of domestic cares on her 
shoulders. I imagine that she will sustain it with 
a peculiar ease. 

I am to-day thirty-two years of age, and I feel that 
I have now reached a new period of my existence : 
from this time my youth lies behind me ; I have step- 
ped into middle age, and I know well what my 
age and my husband have a right to require of me. 
Would that a new and energetic spirit would spring up 
within me ! May God assist me, and Ernst be indulgent 
to his feeble wife. Ernst ought to have a stronger 
minded wife. The weakness of my nerves renders my 
disposition irritable, and I am too easily annoyed. His 
active mind often excites me more than is just and reason- 
able. I could, for instance, fall into a sort of feverish 
alarm when I see his look fixed earnestly on a wall or any 
other object ; I then expect to see a new door spring 
open, or some other change take place ; and still I feel 
jBUch a craving for quietness and peace. 
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An alteration will soon take place in our household) 
coucemrng which I am not Altogether without uneasi- 
ness. This is the arrival of the candidate of philoso- 
phy, Jacob Jacobi, as tutor to my little ones. He shall 
for this summer take my wild boy under his care, and 
give his sisterjs instruction in writing, dr&wing, and 
arithmetic ; and in the autumn, he will accompany my 
first-born to a larger academy. I have my fears in 
regard to this new member of our domestic circle ; he 
may so easily be an annoyance if not well disposed. 
But if he behave well he will be most heartily wel- 
come, particularly as an assistant to me in the 
tedious writing lessons, with dieir eternal " Henric sit 
still 5"— "Hold 3Four pen right, Louisa," — "Look at your 
copy Leonora,"-—" do not forget your dots and strokes, 
Eva," — " Petrea, do not wipe off the letters with your 
nose." Besides my eldest born begins to entertain less 
and less respect for my attainments in the Latin gram- 
mar, and Ernst grows more and more dissatisfied with 
his wildness. He will take his lessons from Jacobi, 
together with Nils Gabriel the son of Stemhbk, the 
governor of our district, a distinguished, intelligent, 
and industrious boy, from whose influence over my 
Henric, I expect much. 

The Candidate has been highly reconunended to us 
by the friend of my husband, the excellent Bishop B. 
and for all that, his conduct at the university was by no 
means to be commended ; by thoughtlessness and 
weakness he has quickly run through a nice little for- 
tune, inherited from three aunts, who had educated and 
spoiled him ; and, altogetherhe led but a dissipated life. 
Bishop B. does not conceal this, but says that he 
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esteems the young man highly, praises his excellent 
abilities as a tutor, and wannly entreats us to receive 
him into our house with parental tenderness. I shall 
see how fur he is deserving of so kind an interest. I 
confess that my feelings of maternal regard are not yet 
awakened in his fevour. 

Nevertheless this guest terrifies me much less than 
a visit with which we are shortly threatened. You 
will have heard of the lady of Col<mel 6., the beautiful 
Emily, *''the old flame" of my husband, as I call her, 
from a little desire of revenge for some disquietude, 
which her excellencies — so superior to mine — haveocca- 
sioned me. She has now been for many years a widow, 
has for a long time resided on the continent, is but 
just returned to her native country, and intends to pay 
us a visit Ernst and she have always been^ on 
friendly terms with each other, although she once re- 
fused him her hand ; and it is a noble feature in the 
character of my Ernst, and by no means a rare instance 
in one of his sex, that this refusal has not made him 
withdraw his regrard from the person who gave it On 
the contrary, he is always ready to express his admira- 
tion for this Emily, and has not ceased to correspond 
with her ; and I, who dare read the whole of their cor- 
respondence, can not do otherwise than acknowledge 
her to be a person of uncommon acquirements and 
talent But I would gladly have avoided nearer ac- 
quaintance with all these perfections, for it seems to 
me as if my husband's old flame was somewhat cold at 
heart, and as if my own could never grow warm to- 
wards her. 

The clock is striking ten; Ernst will not come 
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home before twelve. I now leave you, Cecilia, in 
order. . . .shall I tell you my secret? You kuow that 
once my greatest pleasure was to read some interesting 
novel, but I have now been obliged almost entirely to 
deny myself this gratification, for when I begin a nice in- 
teresting story, it is very vexatious to me to be obliged to 
leave it before I read to the last page. But that I can 
not do ; and since on account of Madame de StaePs 
Corinna, two dinners, a large washing, and twenty 
other minor domestic matters were near being stranded, 
and my domestic peace suffering shipwreck thereby, I 
formed the resolution to give up all novel reading, at 
least for some time to come. But my longing for 
literary recreation is so great, that since I can now 
read no more novels, I have commenced to write one 
myself. Yes, Cecilia, my youthful tastes do not desert 
me in the midst of household occupations and prosaic 
cares of every-day life, and the flowers which exhaled 
so sweet a perfume to bloom once more in my memory, 
and weave a fresh garland for my faded brow. The 
happy days which I have spent in your company, the 
delightful impressions, and charming scenes, — now they 
seem fairer than ever — which rendered our youth so 
delightful, so lively and so fresh ; these will I reduce 
into one distinct picture, before they vanish from my 
mind with retiring years. This employment revives 
and invigorates me ; and if in the evening my nervous 
toothache comes on — the consequence of fatigue or 
vexation — there is nothing which will more effectually 
dispel it from me than working at my little novel. 
This very evening my toothache torments me more than 
usual, and I will have recourse to my innocent opiate. 
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But Ernst shall not find me awake when he comes home ; 
I have promised him this. Good night, dearest Cecilia ! 

We will here insert a slight description of the letter 
writer, of the mother of Henric, Louisa, Eva, Leonora, 
Petrea, and Gahriele. 

She was not beautiful, but nature had given her a 
noble figure, which was yet as delicate and slender as 
that of a young maiden. Her features were irregular, 
but the mouth was beautihil and enchanting, her com- 
plexion fair, her lips of a fine red, and her clear blue 
eyes, sweet and benignant. Her motions were very 
graceful, she had pretty delicate hands which is a per- 
fection in a woman, and she was not fond of dis^playing 
them, which increased their charm. She dressed with 
taste, almost always in light colours, this and a slight 
scent of roses which she loved, and which almost con- 
tinually accompanied her, imparted to her character 
something peculiarly gentle and attractive. You might 
compare her to the moonbeams. She moved softly, 
and her voice was sweet, which as Shakespeare says, is 
** an excellent thing in women." We might fancy her 
reclining on a couch playing with a flower, and could 
scarcely imagine her as the mistress of a large house- 
hold with all the toils and cares of her station, and par- 
ticularly as the mother and preceptress of many child- 
ren. She entertained for them notwithstanding, warm 
feelings of affection and duty, and she was ever anxi- 
ous to exert herself in a way so opposite to her natural 
inclinations, and by degrees many of these cares became 
to her sources of real pleasure. All that concerned 
the children lay very near her heart ; in her house- 
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hold she maintained order, peace, and happiness. The 
Unen press was a favourite care with her, and she de- 
lighted in a snow-white covering. Bad -coloured 
linen, dust, and'flies, she hated, as much as she possibly 
could hate anything. And now to proceed in our histo- 
rical sketches. 

We left Elise just now with her manuscript This 
engrossed her attention so much that she did not hear 
the clock strike twelve. She was struck with terror 
when she suddenly heard her husband approach. To 
have placed the manuscript in the desk and to undress 
herself qiHckly would have been for Elise an easy 
matter, she was on the point of doing so, but she 
quickly checked herself. '* I have never kept any 
secrets from Ernst," thought she, *'and I will not 
begin now," and she sat still at her desk till he entered 
the room. 

" What up yet, and writing," he said with a dis- 
satisfied look. "Do you keep your promises thus 
Elise?" 

** Forgive me, Ernst ! 1 have forgotten." 

*' And for what ? What are you writing? Nay, let 
me see. What 1 a novel I suppose. What good can 
this do?" 

" What use is it ? Ah ! it affords me pleasure." 

" But we ought to have some sensible and useful ob- 
ject even in our gratifications; and it is certainly a 
source of no enjoyment to me that you sit up at night 
and spoil your eye sight, all for the sake of a miserable 
novel. If there were a fire here I would burn it." 

" It would be better by far that you go to bed, and 
say your evening prayer devoutly, than that you should 
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think of such an Auto-da-fe. Have you been amused 
with the governor?" 

** You wish to shuffle the cards. Look at me, Elise ; 
you are pale — ^your pulse is quick I Say my prayers I 
I have a g:reat mind to give you a lecture. Is it reason- 
able, is it wise to sit up at night, and to grow pale with 
writing good for nothing stuff? I shall, indeed, be 
angry if you are so weak and so childish. It is truly 
worth while to go to the baths to consult doctors from 
the east and from the west, and to make every exertion 
to procure health if you persist in the most likely 
means in the world to destroy yourself." 

" Ernst, do not be angry ; do not look so sternly at 
roe this evening. Ernst, no, not this evening !" 

'*Yes," said the Lagman, suddenly assuming a 
milder tone, " because you have to-day attained you, 
two -and- thirtieth year you think you have aright to be 
childish." 

'* Let that pass," said Elise, smiling, but with a tear 
in her eye. 

" Let it pass, let it pass I Yes, I dare say. One 
must let every thing pass until it ends in madness. 
I had a good mind to pack all the novels, and novel 
writers in the world together, and make away with 
them. The world will not become rational till I do, 
nor will you. It is nevertheless well that I found you 
yet awake, for I should otherwise have awakened you, 
if only to shew you that you can conceal nothing from 
me, not even how old you are. Here you have a punish- 
ment for your evil designs . . . . " 

" Ah ! Sir Walter Scott's novels. And a new edition I 
Thanks — thanks! You good, kind Ernst ! But you 
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are a fine legislator to me. You promote what you 
condemn." 

" Promise me only not to spend the nights in read- 
ing or writing novels. Consider how precious your 
health is. Do you imagine that I should have been so 
angry with you it you were not so dear to me ? In 
a few years when the children are older, and you 
become stronger, we will enjoy ourselves for a summer, 
and undertake our Norwegian expedition. You will 
breathe the fresh mountain air, you will see the beauti- 
ful vallies and the open sea, and these things will do 
you more good than all the springs in the world I But 
come, and let us look at the children; we will not 
awaken them, but I have brought a few sweetmeats 
with me, which I will lay on their pillows." 

The parents went together into their children's room, 
where the faithful old Brigitta, a native of Finland, 
lay, and watched them as a dragon does its treasures. 
The children slept as children sleep. The Lagman 
patted the rich curly head of his boy, but each little 
girl received a kiss on her rosy cheeks. The parents 
then retired to their room. Elise went to repose ; her 
husband seated himself at bis desk so that he screened 
her from the light of the candles. The gentle scratch- 
ing of his pen whispered to her, as it were, in her 
sleep. When the clock struck two, she awoke ; he was 
yet writing. Few men needed and obtained less repose 
than Ernst Frank. 

THE CANDIDATE. 

It was twilight The children were playing in the 
hall, and sporting about in corners and hiding places, 
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when the sudden arrival of a travelling carriage at 
the door, fell upon the wild flock as a btream of cold 
water upon a swarm of bees. The queen bee of this 
swarm of children, the wise, little Louisa, leant forward 
to the window, and four other little heads grouped 
themselves round her, warm, curious, and pushing one 
another aside in their eagerness to see who was the 
new comer. It was a gentleman who alighted nimbly 
from the carriage ; the children could not distinguish 
whether he was old or young, but they saw the Lagman 
come quickly forward to the door, shake the traveller 
by the hand, and lead him into the house. A little 
long trunk was brought in after him. The flock now 
sought the mother, eagerly inquiring in all possible 
gradations of whisper, if it re'ally was the tutor who 
had just arrived. Elise, who had company with her 
satisfied the excited minds of the children with a 
*'* Yes, yes 1" and " Indeed !" and with a kind and 
appeasing look. Louisa quickly collected herself, ap- 
peared to perceive that she had forgotten her dignity, 
and seated herself quietly and properly among the older 
people. The other children crowded together in one 
comer of the room, whispering and wondering, and 
Petrea's nose was often seen peeping forth from the little 
crowd. 

The Lagman had sent in to his wife, and acquainted 
her with the arrival of the expected guest, who would 
present himself to her, as soon as he had finished his 
toilet. Another messenger came up in a short time, 
and asked for a pair of curling tongs for the Candi- 
date. 

** This is a wonderfully long toilet,'* thought Elise 
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often during the full hour, which she spent in waiting', 
and we must confess that her nose often wandered in 
the same direction as that of Petrea. 

At length the steps of two gentlemen were heard, 
and at the door of the apartment appeared a well -shod 
foot, a fine leg, belonging to a well-formed but some- 
what stooping figure, bearing with ease a head twenty 
years old, with a fine cheerful expression, and the hair 
trimmed according to the newest fashion. It was the 
Candidate. He first cast a glance at hii^feet, then at 
the lady of the house, and approached her with easy 
confidence, showing a dazzling set of white teeth. The 
smell of eau de Portugal spread itself through the room. 
The Lagman who followed, and whose air and simple 
manners contrasted strongly with those of the new 
guest, introduced the Candidate Jacobi. After the usual 
civilities, all sat down. The children came up and 
made their curtsies. Uenric looked at his future 
teacher with a joyful and confident look. Louisa made 
a very dignified curtsy, and took a great step back- 
wards when the Candidate took the liberty of ofiering 
to kiss her; Petrea lifted up her nose, with an in- 
quisitive and scrutinizing air. The Candidate took 
kind notice of all, shook them all by the hands, en- 
quired all their names, looked at himself in the glass, 
and arranged his hair. 

"Whom have we here?" thought Elise with a 
secret feeling of vexation. "He is certainly a fop, a 
perfect fool. How could Bishop B., select him as a 
tutor for my poor children. He will think more of 
contemplating himself, than of looking after them. 
The splendid breast piu there is of imitation stones. 
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He is laughing to show his white teeth ! A real fop I 
Perhaps a fool I Now he is viewing himself again in 
the glass." 

Elise sought her husband's eyes, but they avoided 
hers. A degree of discontent and embarrassment were 
depicted in his looks. The Candidate on the other 
hand was not in the least embarrassed, but threw him- 
self carelessly and uncunstrainedly, into an arm chair, 
and directed piercing glances towards three ladies who 
were evidently strangers in the company. The eldest 
of them who was assiduously embroidering, appeared to 
be more than forty years old, and distinguished herself 
by her unusually calm, plain, and agreeable demean- 
our. Lagman Frank conversed much with her. The 
other two appeared not to have attained their twentieth 
year, the one was pale and fair, the other a pretty bru- 
nette ; both were pleasing, and appeared happy and 
kind. The Candidate was introduced to this lady as 
Miss Evalina Berndes, and her foster daughters 
Laura, and Carin. Laura had always one of the child- 
ren on her knee, and it was to her particularly, that 
the Candidate directed his attention. It was truly a 
pretty picture formed by Laura, and the little Gabriele 
whom the former decorated with her flowers, bracelets, 
necklaces, and all the pretty things with which she her- 
self was adorned The conversation soon became general, 
and interesting. The Candidate spoke well and in the 
manner of certain distinguished men at the university, 
from whence he had just arrived. When Elise men- 
tioned a celebrated man, whom she had much wished 
to see, the Candidate observed that he had lately made 
a little portrait of him, and hastened at Elise' s request 
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to fetch it He came back with his portfolio, which 
contained many drawings and pictures, partly portraits, 
partly landscapes, of his own doing. They were not 
destitute of talent, and were admired. First one, and 
then another were recognized, and among them the 
Candidate himself appeared. The children were quite 
enraptured, and crowded eagerly around the table. 
The Candidate took them on his knee and appeared 
quite intent upon pleasing them. The chtldren seemed 
almost to have forgotten that the Candidate was a new 
acquaintance ; Louisa alone kept herself somewhat re- 
tired, and the ** little one " was as yet quite unrecon- 
ciled to him. The children were particularly enrap- 
tured by a piece in Sepia, which represented a maiden 
kneeling at a rosebush, from which she was plucking 
flowers, after having placed her lyre upon a tomb-stone 
near her. " O, she was so sweet, so divinely fair !" 
Petrea could not turn away her eyes from the truly 
beautiful picture, which the Candidate himself evi- 
dently contemplated with parental affection, and which 
was the gem of his little collection. 

It was customary for the little tribe of children to 
withdraw each evening after the clock had struck eight, 
headed by Louisa, and to repair to their sleeping apart- 
ment, which custom once induced the wakeful Petrea 
to say that the night was surely the worst thing that 
God had made, for which remark she received a re- 
proachful look from Louisa, and a lesson, " that we 
ought not to say so." In order, however, to celebrate 
the remarkable event of the day, the children received 
permission, for once, to join their parents at supper, 
and to remain up as long as the rest. 
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The prospect of this, the Candidate, and the pictures, 
all contributed considerably towards elevating the 
spirits of the children. Petrea had even the boldness, 
at table, whilst we were eating a boiled fowl, to propose 
to the Candidate, to draw lots for the maiden at the 
rose-bush, and as arecompence if fortune should favor 
her, she would give him a picture of her own composi- 
tion which was meant to represent a temple. Louisa 
appeared shocked, and shook her little fair head at her 
sister. Her mother very earnestly opposed Petrea's 
proposal. Poor Petrea turned red, and was ashamed 
at the reproachful look which was directed towards 
her, but after the first momentary surprise, the Candi- 
date was kind enough, cheerfully to comply with 
Petrea's proposal, and declared with earnestness that 
she should have her wishes. He then with an appear- 
ance of due precision and earnestness measured the 
length of both ends of the merry^thought and counted 
three. The mother hoped within herself, that the 
Candidate would endeavour to place it in such a man- 
ner, that he, should keep the crown. But, no I the 
crown remained in Petrea's hand, and she cried aloud 
for joy. After the meal was over, the parents remon- 
strated against the fulfilment of the bet, but the Can« 
didate was so eager and so cheerful in the afiair that 
it remained as it was, and Petrea, the happiest among 
mortals,was allowed to take away the maiden of the rose- 
bush. She received however a parental admonition on 
the way, which mingled some tears with her joy. Thd 
Candidate had in the mean time from his friendly dis- 
position towards the children, and his kindness to- 
wards Petrea, made a pleasant impression upon the 
parents. 
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" Who knows," said Elise to her husband, " whether 
he may not prove a good man ? He has certainly his 
failings, but he has also his merits. There is something 
very prepossessing both in his countenance and voice. 
But we must break him off from this habit of inspecting 
himself in the glass." 

** I rely upon my friend B.," said the Lagman, 
" that the man has his worth. This vanity, and these 
foppish habits we shall soon be able to check. The 
man is certainly kind. Dear Elise, be friendly to- 
wards him, and let him feel himself at home with 
us!" 

The children also in their bed-room made their 
observations on the Candidate. " I think he is much 
handsomer than our father," said the little Petrea. 

" I think," said Louisa, correcting her, ** that no one 
can be more perfect than our father." 

" Yes, surely, our mother," said Eva, from her little 
bed. 

" Ah !" said Petrea, " I like him so much-; he has 
given me the pretty picture ! Do you know what the 
maiden shall be called? She shall be called Rosa, 
and I will tell you a long story about her. There was 
once ..." 

All her sisters pricked up their ears, for Petrea 
could tell better, and prettier stories, than any one of 
them. Among themselves they said that Petrea was 
very clever ; but Louisa was very careful that Petrea 
should not perceive it, for which reason she now lis- 
tened to Petrea's story without any approbation, 
though it was found interesting enough to keep her 
little audience awake till midnight — 
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" How will my preserves last?" thoug^ht Elise, when 
she saw the portion that was heaped up on the Can- 
didate's plate. But when in the evening she saw the 
little Gahriele playing quite confidently and freely with 
his hair, when she saw htm participating in the child- 
ren's amusements, thereby giving additional import- 
ance to them ; when she saw him armed with a gieat 
paper cornet which he called a drum, administering 
blows to those children who reckoned wrong, by which 
means he awakened the greatest diligence and cheer- 
fulness, she then thought : " He shall be allowed to 
eat as much preserve as he likes ; I will take care that 
there shall be no want of it." 

If the actions of the Candidate rose in estimation 
on the one side, they did not on another stand to the 
greatest advantage. Brigitta. who had to take care of one 
thing and the other in the house, began to look displeased 
and concerned. For some days she was silent, but said 
one evening to her mistress, whilst the nostrils of her 
little short nose dilated with importance, " my lady must 
be so good as to give out to the cook as much coffee 
again as usual, for we cannot now do with less, if 
things are to go on in this way. He, the tutor, empties 
the little coffee-pot every morning. Never in my life 
have I seen such a coffee drinker !'* 

The next evening there was fresh melancholy intelli- 
gence. With gloomy countenance, and open eyes, 
Brigitta complained, "now, he is not only a coffee 
drinker, but a calf and biscuit patron. What do you 
think, good lady? the biscuit basket which I filled 
yesterday, is as good as empty to day, only three bis- 
cuits and a few crumbs remaining ! And the cream 
jug, why that is emptied every morning !" 
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" Well, I am glad that he enjoys it/^ said Elise, 
moving away, and pacifying her. 

" Only look, for heaven's sake ! there is not even one 
lump of sugar left/' again complained Brigitta another 
day, *' he must have put at least twenty pieces in 
his cup, my dear lady, or else he could not so soon 
empty the sugar canister. I must ask for the key of 
the cupboard, in order to fill it again. Heaven grant 
only that we may manage with all this !" 

Brigitta dared say much, for she had grown old in 
the family, — had carried Elise about in her arms, when 
she was yet a child, — ^had followed her from feelings 
of attachment, when she left her father's house, and was 
besides a most invaluable protector of the children ; but, 
to her often repeated complaints, Elise at last said se- 
riously, " dear Brigitta, let him eat as much as he will, 
without any remarks. He shall have, with pleasure, a 
pound of coffee and sugar in the day, if he will only, 
as I hope he will, be a kind friend and teacher to my 
children." 

Brigitta withdrew, quite affironted, muttering to 

herself, ** well, well, the old Brita can be silent, yes, 

that she can ; well, well, we shall see how it ends ; be 

eats sugar and biscuit, and be does not eat salt fish ! 

. . . . — well, well 1" 

In the mean time the Candidate spent his days with- 
out forebodings of the clouds which gathered above him, 
in the appellations of coffee drinker, calf, biscuit, 
and sugar eater, etc. ; and every day shewed more 
clearly that Elise's hopes were well-grounded. The 
Candidate displayed more and more a kind and amiable 
character, as well as distinguished talenu as tutor. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE HOME. 4t 

The children soon attached themselveB to him, with 
cordiality. Their obedience and respect for their teacher 
however, did not deter them from playing him all 
kinds of little tricks, in hours of recreation. Petrea 
especially possessed an inventive faculty lor such things, 
and the Candidate was at the same time too kind, and 
too much gratified by the happiness of the children, 
not to join willingly in them, and sometimes even to 
be the object of their jokes. 

The lunch which was prepared for the senior mem- 
bers of the family, at about eleven o'clock, gave the 
little ones an excellent opportunity of amusing them- 
selves. The Candidate was very fond of eggs, and if 
he presumed they were under a napkin, and quickly 
put in his hand, he not unfrequendy found, instead 
of the eggs, clews of worsted, balls, and similar in- 
digestible articles. Then a suppressed laugh at the 
door was heard, and a cluster of children's heads which 
he, in pretended anger, bombarded with the false eggs, 
quickly withdrew themselves, with shouts of joy. Often, 
when, according to the old Swedish custom, he was 
taking his Sclmapt, he received cold water in his mouth 
instead of the brandy, and the little loons of mischief 
always kept themselves near enough to enjoy his sur- 
prise, and far enough off to receive only a few drops 
of the sprinkling that was sent after them, which 
made them jump for joy. And one might wonder how 
often these surprises were repeated, and how often the 
Candidate allowed himself to be surprised by them. 
But he was too much occupied by his own thoughts, 
(the thoughts of a Candidate of philosophy of course I) 

In order to guard against the tricks of the little 
jokers, one day .... 
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In passing, we must remark, that although 

the wardrobe of the Candidate, to all appearance, was 
very showy, yet, in reality it was in a rather deficient 
state. No wonder then, that the Candidate's hat, though 
outside well brushed and trimmed, should yet in the 
inside have but a very tattered lining. 

One day the Candidate had placed his hat in a 
comer of the room, and whilst he was engaged near the 
sofa in earnest conversation, Henric, Petrea, and Eva, 
with extremely suspicious mien and gesture, collected 
themselves about the symbol of freedom. No one paid 
any attention to them, but when the Candidate went 
away, and wished to put on his hat at the door, a formid* 
able plot exploded within, and a crowd of tin soldiers, 
stones, matches, and heaven knows what, rattled down 
upon his head ; indeed a little chimney-sweeper came 
down riding upon his nose. Nothing could equal 
the immeasurable joy of the children, but the astonish- 
ment of the Candidate and the comic mien, and shakings 
of his head, with which he received this their ridiculous 
joke. No wonder then that the children liked the 
Candidate so much. 

But little Louisa, who began more and more to con- 
sider herself as one of the grown-up people, and very 
seldom took a part in these conspiracies against the 
Candidate, shook her head at these tricks of her brother 
and sisters. She sought out from her drawers a piece 
of green silk (Louisa was naturally a picker up of odds 
and ends), sewed it in the hat of the Candidate, went 
again to assist her mother, and Louisa had now also her 
secret joy, and could laugh in her sleeve at the astonish- 
ment of the Candidate, when he found a bran-new silk 
lining in his hat. 
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*' Our Louisa is a little, sensible girl/' said the 
Lagman, with pleasure to his wife, when she comrauni> 
cated the transaction to him. And often was she called 
by her father and mother, '* our little sensible 
Louisa." 

Scarcely had three weeks elapsed since the arrival 
of the Candidate into the Frank family, when Elise felt 
induced to give him a new title, namely that of Disputant 
General. He began in reality to shew great ability to 
deny every thing, from the free-will of man, down to 
the rules of cookery ; yes, even to the eating of eggs. 
Upon this Elise wrote the following lines to her sister 
Cecilia. 

*' But polite and pleasant as the Candidate generally 
is, he is most provoking and obstinate sometimes in 
discussions ; and as no one in the hcuse can cope with 
him in certain subtile points, he is in danger of con- 
sidering himself a wonder of metaphysical attainment, 
which I am convinced he is by no means, especially 
as his art tends more to pull things to pieces than to 
build them up, more to shroud them in obscurity than 
to make them clear. Ernst is no friend of metaphy- 
sical niceties, and the Candidate begins to doubt 
the most evident and certain things (" what is evident, 
what is certain V* the Candidate would say) he becomes 
impatient, shrugs his Shoulders, goes to his desk, and 
leaves me to fight out the contest, in which I may 
think myself well off, if I come off with my life. After 
J have contended bravely for some time, the student 
beats me with learned words and turnings ; then I flee 
and leave him maitre du champ de hattuUe. He then 
imagines that he has at last convinced me by his powers, 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



44 THE HOME. 

which is not the case, and if I have not the good 
fortune to have a powerful ally in array against him, 
he is indeed too clever for me. Notwithstanding this, I 
am not without curiosity to hear the system, which he 
has promised to lay hefore me this evening, and accord- 
ing to which everything in the world is to hecome excel- 
lent and consistent These subjects have always an in- 
terest for me, and remind me of the time, when you 
and I Cecilia, like two butterflies, soared over the earth, 
resting upon its flowers, and picturing to ourselves 
charming phantasies of life and things, — I have since 
that time almost forgotten them. Think, if the my- 
thology of our youth should belong to the system of 
the Candidate !" Here Elise was interrupted by the 
arrival of the group of children. 

" May we have Gabriele ? Mother, let us have Ga- 
briele," begged some coaxing voices. '* Gabriele, will 
you not come and play with us ? " Petrea showed her a 
little gingerbread heart, and this won the heart of the 
little one, that she consented to the wishes of her bro- 
ther and sisters. 

** But you must take very good care of her, my little 
angel!" said the mother. '* Little Louisa, take her 
under your protection, and look well that no accident 
befalls her." 

" Yes, of course !" said Louisa, with an air of import- 
ance, and the rejoicing troop of children led away 
their borrowed treasure, and the game was soon in full 
activity. 

Elise took up her work, and the Candidate placed 
himself with an important air before her, in order to 
initiate her in the depths of his system. He h&d already 
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cougbed twice, and had just opened his lips to speak, 
when a shrill barking, and " your most humble servant," 
was heard at the door, from which approached with 
much expansive dignity, a white poodle on her arm, a 
person, to do honour to whom, we will begin a new 
chapter. 

THE MARSHALLESS. 

Where is there not a hauie volee? Cherubim and 
seraphim soar above the angelic hosts of heaven ; and 
in the poultry yards on earth the geese raise their wings 
high above the smaller feathered tribe. This must be 
the case in conformity with the Iiws of nature. The 
Marshalless Gunilla W. belonged unquestionably to 
ihe highest hauU voUe in the splendid town of X., in 
which we have made acquaintance with the respectable 
family of the Franks. She was the sister of the Governor 
Stjernhok, and lived in the first story of the house of 
which the Franks family inhabited the second, and 
Evelina Berndes the ground floor. The Marshalless 
had spent her youth at court, and had passed many a 
day in tedious constraint, and many a night in trimming 
dresses, which was intended to conceal from the world 
how poor Miss Gunilla was, without ever complaining 
night or day, of constraint or fatigue. This was the reason 
that under an unpleasant exterior she possessed a vigor- 
ous and tranquil mind. An old aunt used to preach to 
her, " Eat, then you will be fat ; if you are fat, then 
you will be handsome ; if you are handsome, then you 
will be married." Miss Gunilla never ate much, and 
never a bit more on account of this admonition ; she 
was neither fat nor pretty, but was beloved by all on ac-> 
pount of her excellent character, and especially by ^ 
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rich young chamberlain, whose good qualities and ami- 
able disposition won her heart, and so Miss Gunilla 
became a wife. She was at a laterperiod usually called 
Madame Gunilla in thecircle of her friends and acquaint- 
ances, which liberty we shall also sometimes take with 
her here. 

Shortly after their marriage her husband was very 
ill from the consequences of a cold. For thirty years 
she lived secluded from the world as a faithful and 
affectionate nurse ; and what she suffered and endured, 
that she suffered and endured as she always did, in 
quiet and resignation. For some years her husband could 
not bear the light, and then she learned to embroider 
in the dark. She embroidered in this way a large room- 
mat. ** Over this mat," said she, when she was once 
soliloquizing w ithin herself, " I have shed many tears." 
In one of the many changes in the illness of her hus- 
band, he was possessed with a firm idea that he was 
on the point of being precipitated headlong into a 
yawning abyss. Only so long as he held the hand of 
his wife did he fancy himself secure. She sat thus, 
month after month, by his bed side. At length the 
grave opened for him, and he sank into it in peace, in 
the faith of a happy rest awaiting him, and thanking 
his wife for the joy he had felt in his sick house on 
earth. When he had departed, it appeared to her as if 
she remained useless in the world, like an old almanack ; 
but even now her soul sustained itself under its burden, 
and she regulated her life with calmness and serenity. 
As her years increased she became more cheerful, and. 
the original points in her character and disposition, 
which nature bad bestowed on her, and which she had 
been able to improve undisturbed during her solitudet 
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now induced her to come forward into social life, into' 
which she first entered from principle, but afterwards 
because she found it congenial to her taste. " The Lord 
directs everything for the best," had been, and stili re- 
mained the firm ancliorage of her soul. But it was not 
this alone which gave to her soul that calmness and 
serenity which often made themselves felt in her voice, 
and spread a real charm over her aged and otherwise 
plain countenance. Just as tlie declining sun casts the 
most beautiful light on the landscape which it has left, so 
does the sacred recollection of a beloved one shine on 
the remaining, solitary friend. Madame Gunilla had 
such reflections to cheer her. She was not herself 
aware of it, but ever since her husband had departed, 
the dark picture of his sorrow gradually vanished, and 
his character, purified by sorrow and suffering, stood 
clearly in her memory. It gleamed upon her soul, 
which was brightened by it. She seldom mentioned 
his name, but when she did, the sweetness of a sum- 
mer's breeze pervaded her countenance and voice. She 
collected good men around her, and loved to promote 
their welfare ; and wherever a young couple was in 
needy circumstances, and had to struggle with cares 
for the future, or a young man without employment, 
was in need and in danger of being involved in debts, 
Madame Gunilla was at hand to assist, though, generally 
privately, by some other agent. 

She was not, however, without her faults also ; but 
we shall become acquainted with these when we have 
proceeded a little further. We are delineating her 
picture in full length. Her age was between fifty and 
sixty ; her figure was tall, stifi', well made, and not too 
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. thin, — Jeremiah Munter could even call her fat ; — her 
face was sallow ; her nose meeting her chin ; her mouth 
fallen in ; her eyes grey and small ; the forehead clear 
and pleasantly shaded hy grey locks ; her hands were 
yet beautiful i her thumb and the tip of her forefinger 
usually contained a pinch of snuff, which, in a certain 
kind of anticipation, was held to her nose, whilst she 
read with her elbows placed on the arms of the chair 
or sofa, for it was one of her failings to imagine that 
she knew every thing. During her long hermit-like 
life, she had accustomed herself entirely to neglect 
her toilet, and her old silk gowns, where the lining 
peeped out from many a hole, especially at the elbows, 
her much patched collars, and her flapping caps, the 
ribbons spotted with snuff, were always a source of 
pain to Elise's sense of beauty. With all this, Madame 
Gunilla had an air of superiority, and with her charac- 
ter, rank, property, and consequence, she was haute volee, 
in spite of her torn gowns, and snuff-spotted ribbons, 
and had great influence in the higher society of the 
town. She considered herself someway related to 
Elise, was fond of her, and very often gave her instruc- 
tions as to the education of her children. (N.B. — 
Madame Gunilla had never had any children,) for which 
reason there were some in the town who blamed Elise 
for weak submission to the JunUf volee, and the lady of 
the postmaster. Bask, and the grocer's wife, Snur, 
considered this to be as much a misfortune as a fault. 
In Gunilla's tone, conduct, and demeanour, there was 
something very decided. She curtsied always low and 
ceremoniously ; and this brings us back to her entrance 
into Elise's room, upon which occasion the latter rose 
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quickly to welcome her guest ; and afterwards intro- 
duced Jacobi to her. He gave an exclamation of joyful 
surprise, approached the Lady Gunilla with great 
cordiality, whilst he seized her hand, kissed it respect- 
fully, and expressed his happiness in seeing her 
again. 

The little eyes of Madame Gunilla glistened, as she 
exclaimed, ** Oh Heavens ! Good gracious 1 Well, this 
is delightful { Ha, ha, ha, ha !" 

*' How," said Elise, astonished. ** Herr Jacobi, do 
you know him t . . . . Aunt W., do you know Herr 
Jacobi?" 

The Candidate appeared towish to reply ; but with a 
slight redness on her pale yellow cheeks, and a slight 
contraction of her eyebrows, Gunilla prevented any 
further explanation by quickly saying, ** We once dwelt 
together under the same roof." And she requested that 
the conversation which she had interrupted, and which 
appeared so important, might be proceeded with. ** If 
I do not interfere with it," she added, directing search- 
ing glances towards Elise and the Candidate. ** Cer- 
tainly not !" The Candidate needed only a sixteenth 
part of a hint to enter anew in full career into his 
system. Madame Gunilla took out a parcel of old gold 
lace, and sat down to unfold it. The Candidate cleared 
his voice and prepared to speak. 

MONADS AND MONADS. 

*' All beings," began the Candidate, " have each foi 
its elementary basis and substance, a simple unity, a 
mind, a .... in a word, a monad." 

« A—- what}" asked she, and looked up. 
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** A monad, or simple unity/' proceeded the Candi^ 
date. "The monads jhave resemblance of substance, 
in common, one with another, but they are individually 
perfectly unlike with regard to their properties, — 
magnitude and power. There are monads of nations, 
monads of men, monads of animals, monads of plants, 
in a word, the monads fill the world, constitute the 
world . . . ." 

** Bless me ! I don't understand one word of all this," 
exclaimed she, impatiently. *' What is all this stufi'? 
What are monads? Fill the world? I see no 
monads !" 

** Yet you see me, my lady, and you yourself, you 
yourself, are a monad." 
"la monad ?" 

" Yes, certainly, Madam, as well as every other living 
creature . . . ." 

" But I will tell you, my friend, that I am neither a 
monad nor a creature, but a human being, a sinful 
being, but one whom God has made, in every respect, 
after his own image." 

" Yes, certainly, certainly I I admit too of a prin- 
cipal monad, from which all the other monads ema- 
nate . . . ." 

** What did you say, please ? Is our supreme God a 
monad too 7" 

" He may be so described, — in order to preserve the 
unity even of the name. I conceive further, that monads 
were endued at the beginning with a self-existing 
power, with which they were introduced into the 
organic world, that is to say, into bodies living, oper- 
ating, yes, even dying, by transposition from one body 
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into another without the immediate influence of the 
principal monad. The monads are in constant motion, 
constant change of place, and regulate and group 
themselves always after their own power and kind. 
Let us now consider the world in this point of view, 
and it developes itself to our view in the most sublime 
and perfect system. In all states of life we see how 
the head monads collect all the subordinate monads 
around them as organs and members. Thus are people, 
states, sciences and arts formed ; thus every man creates 
a world of his own, and governs it according to his 
power. For it is not, as man generally believes, free 
will, but the monad in him which determines what he 
sball or may become, with regard to . . . ." 

** That I do not believe," said Madame Gunilla, 
interrupting him sharply, '* for if my soul, or monad, 
as you choose to call it, had influenced me according 
to its pleasure, it would have led me to a great deal of 
evil, as if our Lord God had not chastened it, and in 
his mercy inclined it to good ; there would have been 
sad ruin to my nomad soul, I can tell you that." 

" But for heaven's sake, your ladyship, I certainly do 
not deny the existence of a principal monad ; on the 
contrary, I admit it, so that it is exactly this influence 
over your monad, which. ..." 

" And I," the Marsballess interrupted him hastily, 
" I maintain that we act very foolish, if you introduce 
your government of monads instead oi; that of the 
Supreme Being. What good will it do me to under- 
stand about your nomads 7 

*^ Monads!" said the Candidate, correcting her. 

" If your monads," proceeded Madame Gunilla with 
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earnestness, " are ever so active, and arrange themselves 
so cleverly, what assistance is that to me in the 
moment of temptation and need? It would be far 
better and wiser to say and believe that our Lord deals 
with us according to his wisdom and mercy, than to 
believe that a score of nomads. . . .'* 

*' Monads ! nomads ! ** exclaimed the Candidate. 

*' Monads or nomads," answered Madame Gunilla 
in a passion, " it is all the same. — Be so good as to let 
my cotton alone. — ^Your nomads may be as grand and 
powerful as they please, and govern themselves, and 
live, and die according to their own wisdom, but I do 
not comprehend how the world can be arranged at all 
better by their help, nor be a grain more agreeable to 
contemplate. And why is there so much evil here be- 
low ? For this very reason, that you, good people, con- 
sider yourselves such mighty monads, and place so 
much reliance in your own power, and will not perceive 
that you are altogether poor sinners, who ought to 
pray to our Lord God that he would direct your poor 
nomad souls, to make them wiser. But it is exactly 
these monad notions that we have to thank for all the 
seditions, and uproars, and broken windows. If you 
were less of nomads, and a little more of reasonable 
men, one might live more peaceably upon earth 1" 

The Candidate was quite confounded. Never had he 
heard any one argue in this manner. He stared at the 
Marsfaalless with his mouth wide open, and when 
Pyrrhus, excited by^ the anger of his mistress, now 
sprang barking on the table, and snapped at the nose 
of the Candidate, Elise could no longer restrain the 
merriment which the progress of the dispute had 
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excited, and Jacobi joined her in a hearty laugh; 
Madame Gunilla, however, still looked very cross, and 
the Candidate, undaunted by it, began again : 

" But in the name of all the world ! Vour ladyship 
will not understand me ! We are indeed only speak- 
ing of a system under which we contemplate the 
world, a system which satisfactorily accounts for all its 
phenomena. Monadology, properly understood, does 
not militate against the Christian religion, as 1 have 
already proved. The objective revelation shews us 
exactly the subject*objective, and the object-subjective 
which....*' 

*' Ah, prate away what stuflT you like for me," said 
Madame Gunilla, and threw back her head. I know 
what I know. Nomads may be what they like, for what 
I care, but I call a man a man, and a cat a cat, and a 
flower a flower, and the Supreme Being remains the 
Supreme Being with me, and no nomad ! ** 

" Monad ! monad ! " exclaimed the Candidate, 
now in a half comical state of despair ; ** and as to the 
meaning of the word, philosophy, as well as every 
oiher science, requires the use of certain terms to in- 
dicate certain ideas." 

For the last few moments suspicious movements had 
been heard at the door of the room, and they now ap- 
proached nearer. The band of children was in ad- 
vance on the rear of the Candidate, and directed 
deprecating signs to their mother that she shoul^ not 
allow herself to be cognizant of it. Petrea and Eva 
were in the front rank and carried with them a leaded 
pincushion, which certainly weighed more than five 
pounds. The Candidate was standing at this moment, 
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and just as he was in the best position for defending' 
the rights of philosophy, the lead cushion was sunk 
down into his coat pocket. The drag from behind 
altogether disarranged the Candidate, his coat was 
pulled quite crooked. Strong twitchings were also to 
be seen in the angles of the Candidate's mouth, and 
some confusion appeared in his arguments. The little 
rogues had perhaps expected a dangerous explosion 
from their well>laid mine, and hastily escaped to one 
side ; but. Oh ! what a wonder, the Candidate stood quite 
calm, and certainly appeared not to perceive that any- 
thing had entered his coat-pocket. There arose within 
him, however, so strong a desire to laugh, that he 
hastily told an anecdote which gave him a pretext for 
indulging in it. But whether it was the nomads of 
Madame Gunilla, which upset his system, or whether it 
was the little horde of nomads who had just been in- 
vading hib pockets, I cannot tell; but it is certain 
that he never returned to it again that evening, but he 
now appeared to be much more anxious to soothe Ma- 
dame Gunilla by cheerful conversation, in which he suc- 
ceeded ; and so polite and attentive was the Candidate 
towards her, that Elise began to ask herself the ques- 
tion, whether her mode of argument was not the best 
and most successful. 

The children stood, and watched every motion of the 
Candidate. ** When he moves he will then feel the 
weight ! He will fetch a book. Now he is coming ! ah! 
The Candidate really intended to fetch a book from his 
room, and with stoic calmnessand a miserably twisted 
coat, he stepped through the astonished crowd of child < 
ren, to the door. When he returned his coat was all 
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Tight, and the lead cushion was plainly no longer there. 
The astonishment of the children was at its highest, 
and there was no end of their conjectures. Louisa ima- 
gined there must be some hole in the coat of the Candi- 
date through which the lead cushion had fallen on the 
stairs. Little Petrea, at whose instigation the joke had 
been attempted, was quite anxious about the fate of the 
cushion. It never entered into the minds of the inno- 
cent children, that the Candidate could have feigned 
such conduct as to change the fright intended for him 
into a fright for themselves. 

" How came you to be acquainted with Madame W. ?" 
inquired Elise, when the latter had gone away. 

The Candidate replied, ** when I studied in ♦ • ♦, I 
rented a little attic chamber in the same house, where 
Madam W. then lived. — Being at that time in but 
straitened circumstances I sent for my dinner to an eat- 
ing-house, where it was to be had cheapest ; but it was 
so bad that I often returned it untouched, and was 
obliged to try to forget my hunger ii) a walk in the 
open air. In this way I had lived for a considerable 
time, and had grown very thin by it, when Madame W. 
whom I did not personally know, made the proposal to 
me through her housekeeper, to undertake to furnish 
me with any necessary meals for the same reasonable 
terms. Surprised, but highly pleased, I thankfully 
accepted the offer. I soon found that Madame W. 
wished thus to become my benefactress, without ap- 
pearing to be so, and without laying me under the 
obligation of thanking her for it, and from that day I 
lived in real abundance. But her kindness did not stop 
there. During one very cold winter, in which I went 
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out in a very thin coat, a iiir one was unexpectedly 
sent me; I could not for a long time find out by 
whom, till chance led me to trace it to the lady of the 
Courtmarshall. But do you think she would let me 
thank her for it ? No, she grew downright angiy and 
addresssed me harshly, when I was about expressing 
my thanks." 

Tears started in the eyes of the Candidate, and 
Elise's and her husband's eyes glistened with joy at 
this narration. 

** This," said the Lagman, *' is another proof of the 
abundance of kindness, which is to be found upon 
earth, although on only a superficial view, one might be 
disposed to doubt it. Evil generally lifts its voice 
loudly ; hence it re-echoes from all quarters, hence 
newspapers and gossips have so much to say about it ; 
— but the good — like the light of the sun — likes best 
to go — quietly through the world." 

UNPLEASANT NEWS. 

The little quarrel which Madame Gunilla had had 
with the Candidate respecting the Monads and No- 
mads did not appear displeasing to either, but on 
the contrary, rather to have increased their zest for 
similar discussions ; and when Elise, who did not like 
to be alone in the evening without the Candidate, often 
begged Madame Gunilla to take tea with her, it was 
seldom long before the latter and the Candidate fell 
into full dispute. If it so happened that the Assessor 
joined them, the consequence was a tremendous con- 
fusion. The Candidate screamed and skipped aboiit 
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sometimes as if beside himself, but he was quite put 
down, for he had no voice to aid him ; and although 
Madame Gunilla and the Assessor continually disagreed 
between themselves, they nevertheless always com- 
bined against Jacobi, although the latter often was in 
the right, and moreover susuined a defeat with the 
best humour in the world. Perhaps he would — such 
was his own assertion — have lost both voice and courage 
in this unequal contest, had he not suddenly quitted 
the field. He withdrew almost entirely from the little 
evening circles. ** What has become of our Candidate 2". 
sometimes inquired Madame Gunilla. " I should not 
wonder if his Monad or Nomad has not carried him 
off to the country of the Nomades. Ha, ha, ha, ha!" 

Even the Lagman and Elise began to inquire with 
some uneasiness : " Where is our Candidate gone ?" 

Our Candidate belonged to that class of men who 
easily make for themselves a number of friends. His 
cheerful, inoffensive disposition, his talents and vivacity, 
made him greatly liked and sought after, especially 
in smaller circles. Thus, he was here, as he had formerly 
been at the university, drawn into a gay but inferior 
society, where they amused themselves in various ways, 
and where the Candidate's merry disposition was highly 
esteemed. Partly from good nature, partly from in- 
discretion, he yielded to the temptation of joining in 
various amusements, which, through the influence of 
several members of the club, gradually became less and 
less harmless; and oar Candidate, before he was rightly 
aware of it, was drawn into a course of dissipation, 
which operated prejudicially on his affairs, kept him 
out late at night, and made him rise late in the mom- 
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ing with headache, and disinclination for the duties 
of the day. 

There was no lack of kind friends who soon reported 
all this to the Lagman. He grew angry. Elise was 
sincerely grieved, for she had began to be fond of 
Jacobi, and to entertain high expectations from his 
connection with the children. 

" It won't do, it won't do !" grumbled the Lagman. 
'* I am determined to put an end to this ! Pretty 
doings, upon my word I I shall tell him that if he 
.... But, my dear child, you are partly to blame ; 
you ought to have looked a little more after him, you are 
so distant and formal towards him. And what amuse- 
ments are they which he can find here in the evening. 
Those quarrels with Madame Gunilla and Munter can 
not be particularly amusing to him, especially when he 
is put down. It would be a thousand times better for 
the young man, if you would allow him, to read to 
you ; yes, even novels, or whatever else you like. You 
ought to encourage his talent for music — that would 
afford you pleasure at the same time — and have a little 
rational conversation with him between the music, in- 
stead of disputing about things, which neither you or 
he understands. Had you done this from the beginning, 
he had, perhaps, never become so good for nothing as 
he is now. I will have order and propriety restored at 
once in the house. I will not permit such improprie- 
ties. He shall hear of it to-morrow. I shall give the 
fellow a lesson that he shall not forget !" 

" Ah !" said Elise, "don't be so very severe, Ernst. 
Jacobi is kind. If you speak gently and seriously to 
him, 1 am convinced that it will have the best efiect." 
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The Lagman replied nothing, but paced up and down 
the room in very bad humour. 

" Do you wish to know some news about your neigh- 
bour the lampooner?" cried Assessor Munter, entering, 
with a gloomy face. " He is ill, dying in a galloping 
consumption, he will write no more pasquinades." 

" Who takes care of the little girl ?" inquired 
Elise. I see her sometimes running out into the street 
like a wild cat. 

" Yes, pretty care is taken of her !" said the Assessor. 
" There is a wench in the house — she is called a woman, 
but ought rather to be called a beast, or a devil — who 
pretends to keep house for him, but robs him, and is 
cruel to the child. What do you think : she, and two 
great scoundrel boys of hers, amuse themselves with 
frightening the little girl, by dressing themselves in 
masks, and appearing before her like ghosts in the 
twilight. It will be more than a wonder, if she does 
not go mad." 

** The wretches I" cried the Lagman with anger and 
horror. " " Good heavens ! what wickedness is there, 
how many crimes which the arm of justice never can 
reach! And the child's father, can he suffer her to be 
treated thus ?" 

" He is quite governed by that creature, that woman. 
Besides he is at present bed-ridden, and knows little 
what is going on in the house." 

" And when he dies, is there no one, who would take 
the child under his protection ? Has he no relative, 
no friend ?" 

"Not one in the world! I have made particular 
inquiries. The bird in the wood is less unprotected 
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than the poor child. There will be poverty too in the 
house, and the little there is, that monster of a house- 
keeper will take care to make away with." 

** What is to be done ?" inquired the Lagman with 
real anxiety. " Do you know anything, Munter, that 
could be done?" 

" Not just now. For the present, things must have 
their course. 1 would advise no one to intermeddle ; 
for he is governed by that woman, and she by the devil, 
and he will have the girl with him constantly during 
the day, and lets her have all her own way. But this 
hell cannot last long. In a month he will perhaps be 
dead, and — He who notices the falling sparrow will 
doubtless look after the poor child. At present no one 
can rescue it from the hands of these harpies. Now 
good evening! 1 was obliged to come and tell you this, 
because it lay like fire upon my heart, and it is a com- 
fortable habit, natural to man, to throw the burden 
upon others, in order to lighten his own shoulders. 
Adieu!" 

The Lagman was that evening very much discom- 
posed. The account which he had just heard oppressed 
his mind. " It has been a peculiar providence that 
Mr. N's. path and mine have so often crossed. He 
has talents, but is morally bad, therefore I have often 
stepped between him and his expectations of prefer- 
ment to office, and consequently of fortune. It was 
natural that he should bec(mie my enemy, and I have 
not troubled myself about it. But now I would .... 
how wretchedly he lies there, the unfortunate man, 
and that poor, poor child t Strom I Is the Candidate at 
home ? No ? and it is nearly eleven o'clock I Zounds I 
To-morrow I'll let him know. — " 
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When the Lagman drew up the window-blind next 
moming the sun shone — so powerful in his silence and 
his rays — into the room, and enlightened it with his 
beaming rays. These very rays warmed the heart of 
the Lagman. 

" Dear Elise !'* said he, when the latter had 
awakened, " I have a great deal to do to-day — ^perhaps 
It would be best, if you would speak to Jacobi, and give 
him his lecture. Females often have a greater influence 
over men in such cases than men have. Besides — 
what may be bent, ought not to be broken, and — ^in 
short, I believe, you will accomplish the thing best. 
It is such beautiful weather to-day ! Would you not 
like to take a long walk with the children? It would 
do them and you good. And on the way, you would 
have excellent opportunity tor an explanation. If this 
won't do, then I shall .... but I diould like to avoid 
being angry with him. There is enough to be vexed 
about without this." 

The Lagman was not the only one in the house whom 
the sun had inspired that morning with the thought of 
an excursion. The Candidate had promised the children, 
some time ago, to take them to a wood where there was 
an abundance of hazel-bushes, and they might gather 
a rich harvest of nuts. Children have an incomparable 
memory tor such promises, and the little Franks found 
that no day could possibly be more suited to a great 
expedition than the present, and when they heard that 
the Candidate and their parents were of the same 
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opinion, their joy positively overflowed. Brigitta 
could not find hands enough for Petrea and Eva ; such 
was their skipping when she had to dress them. 

When the procession set out immediately after dinner, 
Henric and Louisa marched in the first rank ; in the 
second came Eva and Leonora, between them Petrea ; 
each had a little basket on their arm with a piece of 
cake as provision for the journey. The mother walked 
behind, and by her side the Candidate, drawing a little 
basket carriage, in which sat little Gabriele, who with 
her beautiful brown eyes, looked about her in brightest 
animation. 

" Little Africa*' — so the children called their little 
dark-eyed nei^^hbour from the Cape — stood at her door 
when the little Franks tripped out of theirs. Petrea, 
in her irresistable desire to make acquaintance 
with *' little Africa," darted quickly forward and offered 
her the piece of cake which she had in her basket. 
The little savage girl seized the cake violently, displayed 
her white teeth, and vanished in the gateway, whilst 
Elise seized Petrea' s hand and held it, in order to curb 
her restless spirits. 

When they issued from the gates of the town, the 
children obtained full liberty, and were not much less 
wild than young calves, when coming out for the first 
time into a green meadow. We must coniess that little 
Louisa also joined in some excesses, such as jumping 
over ditches at the widest part, and scaring some 
phlegmatic crows by clapping of hands and screaming. 
She soon, however, gave up those outbreaks to 
turn to more discreet amusements, and wherever a 
stiff-necked millefolium stood in her way, or an osten- 
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tAtious bunch of bips and haws displayed tliemselves, 
tliey were carefully broken off, and taken care of in 
her apron for the use of the house. Henric in the 
meantime paid frequent vists to the basket-carriage, 
to kiss the " little one/' and to give her all the smallest 
flowers which he could find. Petrea frequently stum- 
bled and fell, but always got up again immediately, and 
continued her leaps undaunted. The Candidate also, 
full of fresh spirits, began, in a beautiful tenor, the 
song " Wikinga-seats, ancient groves !" in which the 
children with their trebles joined, whilst they marched 
in time to their singing. Elise resigned herself to 
enjoy the beauty of the day, and participated in the 
general happiness, and had neither the heart nor the 
wish to interrupt it by any disagreeable explanations. 
They were postponed to some future time. 

" No, do but see ! do but see ! Sisters ! Henric, 
come hither !" called little Petrea, beckoning, skipping, 
and beside herself with joy, whilst poking her nose 
through the railings of a high ornamented gate, which 
afforded a view into a park, laid out trimmed and orna- 
mented in an uld fashioned style. Many little heads 
soon stood at the railing, and peeped curiously through 
it. Paradise seemed to them to lay behind it. The 
Candidate soon appeared, not like the cherub bearing 
the forbidding sword, but like a good angel, who opened 
the gates of Paradise to the enraptured children. This 
surprise was prepared for the children by Elise and the 
Candidate, who had received permission from the pro- 
prietor of the park to take the children through it on 
their way to the nut-wood. 

Here innumerable subjects were found for surprise 
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and inquiries. Elise and the Candidate were utterly 
unable to answer them all. The hearts of the children 
were at one time affected at the sight of a little clumsy 
Cupid, which stood near a waterless fountain and wept. 
** Why does he weep ?" " Very pr»bably at the want 
of water," replied the Candidate, smiling. At another 
they were enraptured at the sight of a Chinese temple, 
of which they believed that it contained all the glory 
of the world instead of a few fowls, as was really the 
case. Now they fell into astonishment at some trees 
in the form of pyramids ; never yet had they beheld 
anything so beautiful, so wonderful I But the most 
beautiful awaited them yeL They came to a shaded 
part of the park. Melancholy sounds unconnected, 
but not unpleasing, were heard amidst an accompani- 
ment of a continual noise like splashing of water. 
The children walked slower and grouped themselves 
more closely together in intent expectation, and a kind 
of awful curiosity. The sounds of tailing water were 
heard gradually nearer and nearer. A pine grove stood 
before them and encircled them, but now it opened to the 
right ; and richly wreathed with green plants and thick 
leaved trees, they perceived the entrance to a grotto, 
in the back ground of which stood a tall white 
figure with an ancient looking head, long beard, bent 
back, and goats' feet; he held a Pan's flute to his lips, 
from the pipes of which, these wonderful sounds seemed 
to proceed. Little cascades sprang forth here and 
there from the sides of the rocks, and collected them- 
selves in a basin at the feet of the white figure, wherein 
it seemed with dreaming look to contemplate its own 
picture, and that of the plant covered stone- vault over 
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head. ** This is the wood-god Pan," said the Candi- 
date ; but to his further information as to the belief of 
the ancients in this god of Nature, no one listened 
except little Louisa, who shook her fair little head to 
think that the Greeks could be so silly to believe in 
such a god; and Elise who loved to trace through 
former ages that nature worship, which in our days also, 
has a more genuine, and (according to our belief), a 
more divine signification. The spectacle in the grotto 
had produced upon all the beholders, great and small, 
a certain impression ; but upon little Petrea's brain it 
had an intoxicating and almost bewildering effect. The 
wood- god with his sounds, his half animal, half human 
form, although it was only of plaster; and however 
much the Candidate explained it as the production 
of a benighted phantasy, devoid of life and reality, 
stood in her imagination a being, as real, as wonderful, 
as if it were possessed of life. She could see nothing, 
think of nothing else than of the wood-god ; ideas of a 
new, wonderful world rose within her soul with lovely 
awfulness. 

Meanwhile the Candidate led Elise to a foot-path, 
which wound along between alder and birch trees up 
the hill, above the grotto. It was so sunny and cheer- 
ful at the top, and upon a green bank a little collation 
of berries and fruits glittered most invitingly in 
the sunshine. It was the Candidate — whose delight 
it was, to regale and to give pleasure — who had pre- 
pared this little unexpected treat for Elise and the 
children ; and never perhaps had any surprise been 
more welcome and joyful. To please children, is 
generally the most thankful thing in the world, and 
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Che favour of the mother is always part of the reward. 
Upon a green slope protected by rose-edges, which 
yet bore Elise's favourite flowers, the Candidate spread 
out his cloak for her and " the little one," who was 
lifted out of the carriage, and was allowed to take off 
her green silk-bonnet, and bathe her golden locks in 
the sun. The Candidate selected some of the finest 
of the fruits for her and the mother, then seated him- 
self on the grass near to Gabriele, played and joked with 
her and chased away the gnats with a rose-twig from 
Elise and ** the little one," whilst the other children 
were rioting and romping about at a little distance, 
enjoying liberty and gooseberries with all the delight 
of childhood. The trees rustled from a soft south- 
wind, and with their mminuring were mingled the 
wood-god's melodious sounds, and the noise of the 
splashing water. It was a charming moment, and it 
had a tranquillizing effect upon Elise's mind. The 
sun, the perfumes of the roses, the forest, the water, 
and the Syrinx song, the beautiful scene around them, 
the happy children, all this suddenly called forth in 
their breasts, that sunshine of heart, in which all feel- 
ings, all thoughts become like flivwers, and life itself is 
felt to be so bright, so lovely. During this, she felt at 
this moment kindly towards the young man, who had 
prepared the pleasure, and whose kind heart beamed 
forth from his eyes, whilst his looks were fixed now 
upon the azure sky, now upon the gentle blue-eyed 
Elise, with an expression of devotedness, and a kind of 
pure yearning, which she had never before observed in 
Jacobi ; Elise felt that she could now undertake the 
proposed remonstrance, she f«It that she could speak 
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to him frsnkly and cordially Hke a sister, and 
that the truth would flow from her lips without 
wounding and giving pain. But soareely had she 
began to speak with kind although somewhat trem- 
bling voice, when she was interrupted by anxious 
movemetits in the company of the children ; they were 
seeking in the hedges, there was a running round the 
trees, and the name of " Petreal Petrea!" was called 
repeatedly by the voices of the brother and sisters. 
The mother looked around with alarm, and the Candi- 
date jumped up to ascertain what was the matter. It 
was something usual for Petrea to separate herself 
sometimes -from the rest of the children, and to walk 
alone in her childish musings ; hence no particular at- 
tention had at first been paid to her not being immedi- 
ately present at the collation. EKse and the Candidate 
had been diverted by their own feeling. The children 
thought: *<she is sure to come;" but as she stayed 
away too long, they began to seek for her. The Can- 
didate and Klise aho came to aid them. They went 
back to the grotto of the wood-god, they were seeking 
and calling ; all in vain. Petrea was nowhere to be 
found, and soon the uneasiness of the searchers changed 
into real alarm and anxiety. 

We will now on our parte seek for Petrea. How 
enchanted was she by the wood-god and his sounds, 
when she, after having already began to ascend the 
hill with thereat, retraced her steps, and returned to the 
grotto. The wonders of the place carried her thoughte 
away, and suddenly she was seized by the most vehe- 
nent desires to communicate to her fiither and Brigitta 
that she had seen the wood-god. Resolution and 
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action are one with a child, still more than with a 
woman. To be the first of a family, who should bring 
the important news to the father : ** Father, I have 
seen the wood-god ! " was too great a temptation for 
Petrea's ambition and love of communication. She had 
heard them say, that they intended to rest on the top 
of the hill, and as her notions of locality were as weak 
as her powers of imagination were strong, she did not 
doubt for a moment that she should be able to get 
home again before her absence would be perceived. 
Besides, to speak ^he truth, she did not give herself 
the trouble to think about it; with throbbing heart 
and those words: ** Ah, father, we have seen the wood- 
god ! already upon her lips, she made a leap, and away she 
went on the wings of phantasy as rapidly as her little 
legs could carry her, on a path exactly opposite to that 
leading to her home, but at the same time in a con- 
trary direction to that of the grotto. Petrea was not yet 
aware that there were many ways in the world. She 
was soon obliged to stand still to rest. It was so 
beautiful around her: lovely odours arose from the 
flowers, the birds were singing, the sky was clear, and 
here where no Eupidones nor Chinese temples dazzled 
her senses, the image of Pan faded for a moment from 
her mind, and its place was occupied by another idea, 
or rather a feeling, lovely and sacred, which her mother 
had early implanted in the minds of her children. 
Petrea saw herself alone, and at the same time she felt 
that she was not alone ; in the loveliness of the air, in 
the beauty of nature she felt the presence of the Good 
Spirit, whom her mother had taught her to call Father. 
And in the feeling of his goodness and favour, which 
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had never been brighter than at that moment, Petrea's 
heart was filled with a sensation as sweet as if she were 
ready to dissolve in love and bliss. She sank down 
upon the grass, and felt as if on the way to heaven. 
But alas ! the way is not so easy, and these foretastes 
of heaven are but transitory in the souls of little as 
well as of great people. What Petrea realized by all 
her aspirations, was but a little squirrel, which skipped 
across her path. Instantly Petrea started on a chase 
after it. To be able to catch, and bring home such a 
treasure, was certainly the highest of wonderful exploits. 
** What would the brother and sisters say I What 
would all the town say ! Perhaps it would appear in 
the papers ! Perhaps the king will get to hear of it ! " 
thought Petrea, whilst, beside herself with enthusiasm 
and admiration, she was chasing after the little squirrel 
over rock and bush. Her dress was torn, her feet and 
hands were bruised; never mind I she did not feel 
it, especially when she — oh height of happiness ! — fell, 
but at the same instant enclosed the little squirrel with 
her trembling hands. Petrea cried aloud for joy, called 
her mother, and brother and sisters, who — were not 
able to hear her. " Oh, thou sweet pretty little 
creature ! " continued Petrea, whilst in the act of kiss • 
ing her little prisoner. The sweet little creature at 
this however bit her chin, so that she uttered a scream 
of surprise and pain, but she did not let loose the little 
squirrel, although the blood flowed from the wound. 
Petrea again ran forward, greatly surprised, that the 
great gate did not make its appearance, which she 
knew she had to pass through to get home. Whilst 
thus surprised, and running and contending with her 
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unmanageable little prisoner, she taw a gentleman 
coming up. It never struck Petrea that it might be 
some other person than her father, and beside herself 
for joy, she cried to him : *' Father, I have seen the 
wood-god 1 ** Very much astonished to hear himself 
called father, the young man looked up fisom the book 
in which he was reading, looked at Petrea, smiled, and 
said : ** No, my child, he is gone in that direction ! " 
and pointed towards that part from whence Petrea 
came. Petrea perceived that he meant the Candidate. 
" Oh, no, it is not he," exclaimed she with anxiety, and 
with a hasty foreboding of finding herself upon a wrong 
path, she turned suddenly round, giving up her 
thoughts of running home, she wished now to seek again 
those whom she had so inconsiderately left. She ran 
back the way that she had come ; but when the path 
branched into two directions, she chose the wrong one, 
ran into a wilder district, and at length perceived that 
she had quite lost her way. She no longer knew which 
way to turn. She threw herself despairingly on the 
grass, and wept Forgetting all ambition, she let the 
little squirrel go, and felt truly disconsolate. She now 
thought of the anxiety and distress of her mother, and 
wept over these thoughts and over her own error. Bu t 
brighter thoughts, soon chased away disconsolate ones 
Petrea dried her eyes with her dress (she had lost hex 
pocket-handkerchief), and as she raised her head, her 
looks fell OB some splendid raspberries, which ^ ere grow- 
ing in a cleft on a high rook. *' Raspberries, the mother's 
favourite berries ! " and now we see our little Petrea 
climbing up the rock with all her might, to obtain the 
beautiful fruit. With a bunch of it in her hand, ibft 
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would like to fall at her motJier's feet, and ask forgive- 
ness. Such were Petirea's thoughts, whilst with hands 
And teeth she grasped the rasberry-bushes, and fresh 
courage and fresh hope again revived in her bfeast. 
And if she were to ctimb a little higher, yet would she 
not then necessarily discover where she was, be high 
enough to see her mother, father, brother and sisters, 
yes the whole world? To be sure. A bright idea. 
With the raspberries in one hand, Petrea managed to 
climb with the other. But, alas! upon a slippery 
place, one foot gave way, then the other ; the left hand 
was no longer capable of supporting up her body, the 
right one would not let go its hold of the raspberries. A 
moment, full of iear and struggle, and Petrea rolled 
down the rock upon a heap of nettles, where — we will 
now leave her, in order to return to Elise. 

It is impossible to describe with what terror the 
mother was seized, when for an hour, she, with Jacobi 
and Henric, (Louisa was watching over the other 
children near the Pan's grotto), had been seeking 
and calling, without finding Petrea. There were 
several ponds in the park. She might possibly have 
fallen into one of them. This thought was terrifying 
to Elise ; and that of returning to her husband with one 
child wanting — one of bis favourites, lost by her want 
of attention — sent a pang of anguish through her heart. 
She would rather die. Pale as a corpse, and breathless, 
she roved about, and was more than once ready to 
drop. In vain the Candidate conjured her to spare her 
feelings, to keep herself composed, and to trust to him. 
In vain ! she did not hear him ; she was constrained to 
Bcek her child without peace or rest Jacobi did not 
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venture to leave her long alone, but often returned 
to her, whilst Henric was searching about, and calling, 
in another part of the park. 

It was after two hours of fruitless search for the lost 
child, at the moment that the Candidate had joined 
again the disconsolate mother, that the sight of both 
suddenly fell upon the same object. It was — Petrea ! 
She lay upon a heap of brambles at the foot of a hill ; 
spots of blood were to be seen on her face and frock, 
and a frightful necklace glittered in the sun round her 
neck. It was a yellow speckled serpent, which bad en- 
twined itself around it Petrea lay there motionless, 
and appeared to be sleeping. A weak cry of terror 
escaped from the mother. She wished to rush forward, 
but was withheld by the Candidate. ** For Heaven's 
sake !" he intreated, pale and hurried, " keep your- 
self still ; perhaps no harm has happened yet, but it is 
the most poisonous serpent of our woods — the Aspick.* 
An incautious touch, and you and Petrea are lost ! No, 
you dare not! Your life is too precious, but I . . . . 
promise me to be still, and . . . ." 

Elise was scarcely any longer conscious. " Away ! 
away !" cried she, and endeavoured to push back Jacobi 
with her weak hands. She wished to go, but her knees 
refused to obey. She staggered, and sank to the 
ground. 

In the same instant the Candidate was by the side 
of Petrea, and with as much boldness as dexterity, he ' 

* A kind of serpent whose poison is so dangerous and quick 
in its operation, that it kills without the possibility of applying 
any remedy. Those that are bitten by it die by sleep and 
lethargy. 
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teized the neck of the serpent, and hurled it far away. 
By this movement Petrea awoke, shuddered, stretched 
open her sleepy eyes, and said, whilst looking about 
her: "Ah, ah, father, I have seen the wood-god!" — 
"God bless you, and your wood -god!" said the Candi- 
date, enraptured at this evident token of life and 
health, whilst he pressed the child joyfully to his breast, 
and carried her in his arms to the mother. But the 
mother saw and heard no more. She lay in a profound 
swoon, till Henric*8 kisses and tears recalled her to life. 
For a moment she looked around her with fearful, 
bewildered looks. " Is she dead V* she whispered. — 
" No, no, she is alive ; she is uninjured !" exclaimed 
Jacobi, who was upon his knees near Elise ; and also 
upon her knees, by the side of the latter, was the little 
Petrea, offering her little bunch of raspberries, and 
sobbing loudly, " Forgive ! mother, Forgive !" 

Light now returned into the eyes of tlie mother, she 
raised herself quietly, and with an indescribable excla- 
mation of joy, she pressed her saved child to her breast. 
" Heaven be thanked and praised !" she then exclaimed, 
raising her folded hands towards heaven. She then 
held out her hand in silence to Jacobi, whilst through 
her tears she gazed at him with a look which spoke 
what no words are able to express. " Heaven be praised ! 
Heaven be praised !" exclaimed Jacobi likewise, deeply 
affected, and he pressed Elise's hand to his lips, to his 
breast. He felt himself happy beyond all description. 

Haste was now made to remove irom the dangerous 
neighbourhood of the serpent, after Jacobi and Henric 
had, at the request of the mother, given up the probably 
fruitless undertaking, of seeking for and killing the 
l^oisonous but innocent reptile. 
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At the upper part of the grotto of Pan, sat little 
Louisa, endeavouring to console her sisters, whilst she 
herself shed bitter tears with them, on account of her 
whom they never thought to see again. So much the 
greater and more clamourous was their joy, when 
they beheld her borne in the arms of the Candidate. 
And their caressing arms soon surrounded his neck, 
when they had ascertained from their mother, how he 
had saved their sister from the peril of death. They 
contemplated Petrea with astonishment and curiosity, as 
one would a person to whom something wonderful had 
happened. On account of her thoughtlessness, and the 
grief which she had caused her mother, and brother 
and sisters, Petrea shed so many tears of repentance, 
that the mother herself was obliged to comfort and 
cheer her. Of her fall upon the heap of brambles, 
Petrea knew nothing more than that she had been very 
confused in her head, could not raise herself up, but fell 
asleep and dreamed of the wood-god. 

Meantime it was getting late, and the Nut-gathering 
was no longer to be thought of. Oh the tnother's as 
well as on Petrea's account, they were obliged to make 
haste home. The other children would probably have 
lamented the unfortunate pleasure trip more, had they 
not felt the greatest eagerness to be able to relate the 
remarkable occurrence of the day. On the way home 
some new difficulties arose. Petrea, who was extremely 
tired, and had bruised and injured herself by her fall, was 
unable to walk ; it was determined that she was to be 
drawn in the little cairiage. Gabriele, on the other 
hand, was to be carried upon the arm of the Candidate. 
But when the little one saw that the Candidate had no 
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glovet» 9ke would luA let henelf either be carried or 
touched by him, and raised the moBtlamentehle jdarm- 
mg cry, when be lifted up **\M»mB^km,'* as he called 
her, without cariog ia ike least about her resistance. 
Although inajnd the mother's voice could not prevail 
«o pacify her. Brother Henric's jumping towards her 
and cturesses at last succeeded. The litde one was 
diverted ; the tears stopped half way upon its cheek 
and rested in the dimples, which, were appeased by the 
returning smiles. Petrea, who, when the paroxysm of 
sorrow and remorse had in some measure allayed itself, 
began to think bersdf and her adventure particularly 
interesting, sat in her carriage with no little importance, 
surrounded by her sisters, who could not hear enough 
of her adventures, and contended in pushing along the 
little equipage. And the Candidate drew Petrea, who 
chatted the whole of the way he carried the little one, 
who soon fell asleep on his shoulder, he sang songs, and 
related stories to divert Elise, who for a considerable 
time was pale, and occupied with, the thoughts of the 
danger which had threatened her, and of the anxiety 
and £ear, which she had endured. 

At length they arrived at home ; they were all earn- 
estly engaged in communicating the adventures of the 
day ; Brigitta shed tears over her little angelic sweet 
Petceal and die Lagman pressed Jacobi heartily to his 
breast. After Petrea's bruises and scratches had been 
washed with Riga^balsam* the mother anxious to com- 
fort the children still more, on account of the unfortunate 
expedition, ordered pancakes for their supper with a 
igream and preserved raspberrsc The children danced 
fxpy round lh» taiAp^ sad Petrea,. who on account of 
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her accidents, received a double share of the cream, 
was quite sure that such cream was a common dish in 
heaven, and therefore proposed calling it heaven' s-food. 
This proposal was received with acclamations of ap- 
plause, and since that day heaven's food was well- 
known in the house of Frank. 

Petrea shed a few more bitter tears whilst reclining 
on the breast of her father, and listening to the gentle 
admonition which she received from him, but soon fell 
into a sweet sleep in his arms. 

And the lecture of the Candidate 7 

** Stay at home with us this evening !" said Elise to 
him, with a kind look of entreaty. 

The Candidate did so. 

BREAKERS. 

** Stay at home with us this evening V* begged Elise 
the following day, and many others. The Candidate 
did stay. Never had he seen Elise so pleasant, so cordial 
towards him ; never had she shown him so much kind- 
ness as now, and this attention, this cordiality from a 
lady, who in her behaviour towards men was in a gene- 
ral way only civil and indifferent, flattered the vanity 
of the Candidate, whilst at the same time it penetrated 
his tender heart. Soon every occasion for remonstrance 
and lecturings vanished, for the Candidate at once re- 
nounced all his dissolute friends and companions. No 
one spoke more reasonably on the subject than he. He 
so heartily agreed with Elise that the exhilirating 
Champagne of the Orgies intoxicates for the moment, 
only to be soon followed by vacuity and relaxation. 
Once, a few times even, it was the Canilidate's opinion 
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such excesses might he indulged in without injury, 
yes, even with advantage, but often repeated — oh. 
Heaven forbid ! that would have a highly prejudicial 
and demoralising effect. And to little Louisa, who 
heard tliis, it seemed a wise remark. No one seemed 
to like home better than the Candidate. He found 
himself so happy in an orderly course of life, and there 
was so much of genuine fresh life in those occupations 
and joys which are afforded by the peaceful days of 
home reti-ement. 

Soon, however, this fresh life of the Candidate's 
showed its infirm side. Gratitude had in the fiist in- 
stance warmed Elise's heart towards him ; in the 
second, a pure liking for Jacobi's really amiable 
company, caused her to find the fulfilment of her hus- 
band's wishes, with regard to her conduct towards him, 
particularly easy, and soon her intimacy with Jacobi 
had an enlivening eff'ect upon her own life. They 
sympathized in many respects, especially in their love 
for music and the belles lettres, and his youthful en- 
thusiasm, gave more life and interest to their common 
occupations. Their discussions lost all appearance of 
disputes, and grew into the development and mutual 
interchange of thought The Candidate was no longer 
anxious to carry his points ; he felt a sort of pleasure 
in yielding to Elise. He had a greater knowledge 
derived from books than she ; she knew more of life — 
the parent of books — than he, and she, therefore, felt 
in his society as the older, guiding friend. The Can- 
didate felt himself happy, by the influence and the 
gentle guidance of the charming woman, and became 
ever more and more devoted to her ; but so peaceful 
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and agreeable was this relative position, that he never 
suspected the danger of it. He enjoyed being treated 
like a child by Elise, and, therefore, gave free course 
to his natural child- like mind. Her gentle reproaches 
were a sort of luxury to his heart ; he felt a pleasure 
in sinning, solely in order to merit them. Listening to 
them, he could have liked to press her dress, her white 
fair band to his lips ; and it was only by a sort of pain- 
ful, agreeable feeling of restraint, that he did not ven- 
ture it. When she was coming near, and he heard her 
soft steps, when he perceived the rose-fragrance which 
always accompanied her, he always felt so infinitely 
warm about his heart ; what, however, more than every 
thing else, attracted Jacobi and Elbe, was her suffer- 
ing. When nervous pains, or domestic anxieties op- 
pressed her mind, when she endured the often severe 
temper of her husband with patience, then the Candi- 
date's heart melted with tenderness for her, and he 
made every possible effort to divert and cheer her; he 
studied to anticipate her wishes even in the most trifling 
matters. Elise could not remain insensible to this; 
perhaps it was also flattering to her vanity to notice her 
power and influence over the young man ; perhaps, she 
became voluntarily blind to the nature of his feelings, 
in order to avoid disturbing an intimacy which gave a 
sweet charm to her life. ** He loves the children and 
their mother," said she to herself, *' he is their friend 
and mine. Would that it may alwap be so." And 
one thing is certain, that the children never were more 
polite in their behaviour, better informed and more hap- 
py than at the present, wfuht Jacobi gradually deve* 
loped a more successftil aptness in instructing and gui- 
ding them. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE BOME. 79 

Uwpropitioas fate which often plaees dangferoas rocks 
#R the shore, which the poor Tewel strives to approach ; 
fate which interrupts the happy intercourse between 
friend and friend, husband and wife, just when it seems 
on the point of being established for all eternity ; this 
fate willed, that just at that very time when Jacobi 
developed the fairest side of his charact< r, the Lagman 
should display the unamiable side of his. Lagman 
Frank belonged to that class of men, who are in the 
better humour the more they have to do, and the more 
actively they are employed in their sphere of opera- 
tion. And, just at this very time, certain undertakings 
for the welfare of the province, which deeply interested 
him, were suspended ; and this delay, caused by a 
number of trivial difficulties, which he was very 
anxious but unable to obviate, put him sadly out of 
temper. He was at home often exacting and peevish, 
especially towards his wife, and placed himself thereby 
in a very disadvantageous light by the side of the kind 
and good-tempered Jacobi. The Lagman felt this 
himself, and was in consequence dissatisfied with him- 
self, and displeased with his wife because she appeared 
by degrees to take less notice of his grumbling, and 
allowed herself to be diverted by Jacobi's music ; and 
these singing exercises, of which he himself had been 
the proposer, they now began to be far from agreeable 
to him. He seemed to fancy that disputations would 
be more agreeable to the ear. Besides, he was now 
in that edifying state of mind which leads a man to be 
vexed at that which we might easily, even with ene 
single kind word, put a stop to. 

The Readings, which the Lagman had so warmly 
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recommended, were now his second source of yexation. 
Just at this time he would have wished to have had 
more of his wife's company in the evening, he would 
have wished her to take more interest inhis undertakings 
and his disappointments. 

But when he came into the drawing-room, either 
reading or music was going on, '^and when, on his 
entrance the reading ceased, a sort of stagnation was 
sensible to all, and the conversation did not flow gaily. 
When the Lagmau then said : " Go on, go on," and 
they then went on, he did not seem satisfied, but went 
off again into his room, or paced up and down like a 
shower of snow. 

The very same fate of which we have just been 
speaking, directed things so, that one evening, when 
the Legman, given up to his bad humour, was march- 
ing up and down, a note was handed to him, at the 
sight of which he broke out in an exclamation of joy- 
ful surprise. After he had read it, he said, with much 
alacrity ; " Well, that would be delightful indeed I 
Eiise ! the lady of Colonel S., Emily is here ! She 
has arrived to-day. I must make haste to meet her ; 
dear Elise, won't you go with me ? It would be civil." 

" Ah, it is so late ! . . . . and 1 believe it rains I 
Cannot you go this evening alone ? To-morrow morn- 
ing I will...." 

*' Very well, then I " said the Lagman, hurriedly, a 
little offended at the refusal ; and he made haste to be 
gone. 

He did not come back from his visit until somewhat 
late, and was quite enlivened. ** She is a most inter- 
esting woman I " said he. ** Dearest Elise, I am sure it 



d by Google 



THE HOME. 81 

Would give you pleasure to be more indmately 
acquainted with her." 

** Ah, 1 hardly think so ! " thought Elise. 

** She talks of remaining in town," continued the 
Lagman, " and I hope we shall prevail upon her to 
decide upon doing so." 

** Ah, I will not hope so ! " thought Elise. 

*' We shall do all in our power to render her stay 
here agreeable. I have invited her to dine with us 
to-morrow . . , . " 

" To-morrow ? " exclaimed Elise, half-alarmed. 

** Yes, to-morrow ! " replied the Lagman, somewhat 
peremptorily. " I told her that you intended to pay her 
a visit to-morrow morning ; but she insists on coming 
to you first. Respecting the dinner, to-morrow, 
you need not make yourself uneasy ; Emily will not 
expect much from an unexpected dinner, — at all events, 
it might be made a sufficiently good one, if only a little 
pains were taken to make it so. I hope Emily will 
often take it with us as it comes, without ceremony." 

With a heart oppressed by wavering, but highly 
disagreeable feelings, Elise retired that evening to bed, 
thought of the morrow's dinner, and then dreamed that 
her husband's " old flame " had set the house on fire, 
and left her family without the shelter of a roof. 

THE UNPREPARED DINNER. 

Ye housewives, who know the value of the roasted 
joint, who know the difficulties which sometimes over- 
whelm you when a dinner has suddenly to be produced ; 
who know that, notwithstanding all the inspiration of 
the understanding and will (inspiration is required for 
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all improrizations), tliere is yet no inspiring Uttle 
chickens or woodcocks with sense, to come fljring in to 
fill up the important dish for your second course i Ye 
housewives, who have spent many a lone forenoon in 
anxious thought about your bill of fare, without ventur- 
ing to ask the help of Heaven, although sore tempted 
so to do ; you will sympathize in Elise's distress, when 
on the day of the important dinner, she saw the clock 
almost on the stroke of twelve, and had as yet been 
unable to improvise a roast. One might have remarked, 
that an unexpected dinner might have passed off very 
well without a fresh joint. We will agree to this generally, 
but deny it in reference to this particular dinner, the 
arrangement of which we might easily adduce in proof 
of our position, if we did not flatter ourselves that we 
should be believed simply on our word. The Lagman 
was, moreover, a decided lover of roasts, and especially 
of joints, which circumstance places Elise's disagreeable 
situation in a yet clearer light To add to Elise's 
difficulties, she happened just then to have a scarcity of 
hands ; for the Li^^an had sent away, on business of 
his own, the servant who on extraordinary occasions 
always used to be of the greatest service to Elise. The 
cook was more than usually confused on that day ; the 
children were in a state of fermentation : Eva and Leo- 
nora had had a quarrel ; Petrea had torn a hole in her 
new dress ; Henric had broken a bottle, and six glasses ; 
the little one screamed and cried for nothing. And the 
clock was going on to twelve, and no roast forthcoming. 
Elise was ready to fall into desperation about the 
dinner, the cook, the children, even the whole world ; 
when the door opened with a shrill but cheerful, " most 
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obedient sertanti ** and tiie CourtmanluU's ]ad]p— flike 
seemed to Elise no less than an angel from heaven — 
stood in the room with her most beaming, most firiendly 
countenance, brought forth from under a monstrous 
cloak one chicken after another, and laid them on the 
table, whilst, with her eyes fixed on Elise, she gave a 
nod at the appearance of each. Elise embraced in 
rapture first Madame GnniUa, then the chickens, with 
which ihe immediately ran off into the kitchen, then 
came again, and poured out her cares^ together with her 
thanks, to her friend in need. The latter heartily 
sympathising, somewhat affected, And very affection- 
ately gave her a short admonition : ** Gome, come, that 
won't do 1 No, sweetest, <Nie diould not take things to 
heart in such a way; things of this sort pass over, yes, 
truly, they pass. Listen to me, I wiU teach you some- 
thing : * When need is highest, help is nighest' Yes, 
yes, think of that. Yes, yes, I saw these little chickens 
on a farmer's cart, as I crossed the market, and as I 
was aware of the state of things here, I vras not long in 
buying them, and to bringing them under my cloak ; 
and 1 have almost run myself ont of breath in the 
hurry. Ha, ah, ah, ah, ah I Well, now I go, for the 
dear little mistress has to dress neatly,and I have to do 
the same. Adieu, for the present, dear little Elise ! I 
wish you success in getting the dinma: and the young- 
sters in order I Ha, ha, ha ! " 

Gunilla went, dinner time came, and with it the 
guests, and the T^agman, who had been ou4the whole 
of the forenoon in attending to official duties. 

The Colonel's lady was highly elegant, looked well, 
and was extremely polite and complaisant ; but Elise 
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felt, against her will, quite stiff and dumb at the side 
of her husband's " old flame." Besides this, she was 
extremely absent. ** I only wish that the chickens 
may be properly roasted I " was the incessant dragging 
thought in her mind, and it attaclied itself to the Pope, 
to St. Peter's, to Thorwaldsen, to Pasta, and to every 
topic of discourse. The dinner hour had arrived, but 
the dinner had to be waited for. The Lagman, who 
demanded the same dreadful punctuality from others, 
which was peculiar to himself, began to get his dinner- 
fever, as Elise called it, and cast restless looks now at 
the dining-room door, now at Elise, whose situation 
was certainly not enviable. She endeavoured to appear 
composed, and often whispered something into little 
Louisa's ear, which made her run busily in and out of 
the door. . Her conversation audible, as well as in- 
audible, was at this moment of a nature somewhere- 
about the following: " Infinite pleasure, — ^forming 
acquaintance ! . . . . (Ah, whatan intolerable long time !) 
That must be very interesting .... (I wish Ernst would 
take fire again for his ** old flame " and forget the 
dinner.) Oh, indeed ; that was remarkable ! . . . . (Now, 
in the name of heaven, the chickens might be done.) 
Poor Spain ! (Well, thanks, dinner at last If the 
chickens would only . . . .)" 

- And now to the dinner I a word which brightens 
up all faces, enlivens all tempers 1 Elise began highly 
to esteem the Colonel's lady, for she kept upthe conver- 
sation with animation, and Elise hoped that this would 
turn away her attention from the less successful dishes. 
The Lagman wds a polite and agreeable host, and the 
dinner time was generally one of his favourite moments, 
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when he would have gladly shared with all men his 
good appetite, his good humour, and also his good 
dinner. N.B. That is to say when it was a good one. 
Whenever this was not the case, his temper was wont 
to suffer by it. Elise saw, during dinner, first one and 
then another light cloud overshadow the forehead of 
her husband ; but he seemed wishful to dispel it him 
self, and every thing went on very tolerably, till the 
chickens appeared. When the Lagman (who was very 
fond of keeping up old customs) wished to carve them, 
they evidently made strong resistance. A look was at the 
same time cast over the table at Elise, which she felt 
as keenly as if a knife had ran through her heart 
After the first pain, a sort of indignation stirred within 
her, against the excessive severity of this censuring 
look, and made an effort to harden herself against a 
misfortune, which in no degree had arisen from fault 
of hers. She was quickly quite animated and talka- 
tive, and never once looked at her husband who was 
sitting there, austere and quiet, with his knife in the 
meat and the sweat upon his brow. She sighed deeply 
however, when the dinner was nearly over. She longed 
to say a conciliatory word to her husband aboqt it 
But he seemed now to have ear and eye only for the 
Colonel's lady. A spirited and highly interesting con- 
versation arose between them, which certainly would 
have afforded Elise great pleasure, and in which she 
might easily have taken a part, had not a rising feeling 
of depression come over her mind, when she fancied 
she observed a little coolness and slight towards her in 
th^ ^emeanoMr and conduct of her husband* She 
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ffraduatty beeane quieter and paler. AH oolleeted 
round the dazriing Bmily. The children were u if 
bewitched by her. Henric offered her a pretty flower, 
which he had coaxed from Louisa. Petrea seized with 
a kind of passion for her father's *' old flame," seated 
herself upon a stool next to her, and kissed her hand, 
as soon as she oould get to k. Madame 8. even 
turned herself ahnost exclusively to her former wor- 
shipper and let the rays of her fair eyes and her beam* 
ing smiles to play upon him. 

*' This is a pleasure I" thought Elise, whilst wiping 
away a rising tear—^' but I wiU maintain a good coun- 
tenance!" 

The Candidate perceived this look ; he disengaged 
Imnself quickly from this magic circle into which he 
also had been drawn, and with the little one upon his 
knees, he began to relate a Kttle story, which was calcu- 
lated to interest the child as well as the mother. Soon 
he had all the little ones around him ; even Petrea left 
her new '*flame," toKsten to the wonderful story of the 
Candidate, and even fiUse was so amused by it, that for 
the moment «he forgot everything else. That was just 
what the Candidate wanted, but he cmred not at all 
whether it were pleasing to the Lagman. The latter 
went up for a moment to listen what so engrossed the 
attention of his wife, and then said to her in a partially 
audible tone :— 

'* I cannot conceive how you can find pleasure in 
such absurdities. Nor do I know of what use it can 
be to cram children with such stuff 1" 

At length Madame S. rose to depart and loaded 
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Blite on taking leave, with coraplimenta, which Elise 
was obliged to answer as well as she could. The Lag- 
man who had promised to show Madame S. one of the 
most remarkable institutions of the town, accompanied 
her. llie remainder of the guests soon after separated. 
The elder children followed the Candidate into the 
school room to take their drawing lesson ; The younger 
were allowed to play. Elise repaired to her room. 

Poor Elise ! She did not venture at this moment to 
search into her heart ; she felt the necessity of not 
thinking; the necessity of being able to forget both 
herself and the disturbing impressions which had this 
day more heaped upon her mind. She now saw before 
her a vacant hour, an hour of undisturbed repose, and 
hastened to her manuscript, hoping to forget whilst 
occupying herself with the richer scenes of life, which 
ker pen could create at pleasure, and as it were by 
magic, the weight of those miserable, inferior moments 
of her own life, in a word, to forget the lower in the 
higher reality. These feelings of suffering, which the 
little miseries of life had caused her to experience, 
inspired her with the finest expressions for that beauty, 
that life of harmonious existence, which was so dear 
to her soul. She wrote, and wrote, and wrote, and her 
heart was warm, and her eyes full of tears ; her words 
glowed, life become bright, the moments fled. An hour 
anda half passed away. The Lagman's tea-hour struck. 
He was so fond of finding, when he came home about 
this time, his wife and children around him at the tea- 
table in the usual sitting-room. Elise indeed seldom 
neglected to let him find it so; and now the clock 
striking seven roused her suddenly from the writing- 
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intoxication. She laid down her pen, and was just 
getting up, when her husband entered. A strong ex- 
pression of discontent appeared in his face, when he 
discovered her employment. He walked up to her, and 
said with harshness : " You have given us a bad dinner 
to day ; — but as novel-writing has such great claims 
upon your time, I am not surprised that your 
domestic duties should be neglected. You care just as 
little about that as you do about the fulfilment of my 
wishes." 

It would have been an easy matter for Elise to excuse 
herself, and to make up matters tolerably well again : 
but her husband's harsh tone, and scornful mien^ 
wounded her feelings deeply. With somewhat of pride 
and indignation she said : ** You must have patience 
with me, Ernst; I have not been assustomed to forego 
all innocent enjoyments. My education, my former 
circumstances, have not prepared me tor it." 

This seemed flying in the face of the Lagman. 
Sharper and harsher than ever he replied ; " You ought 
to have thought of that before you gave me your hand, 
before you descended to so low and toilsome a position. 
Now, it is too late. Now, I will . . . ," He suddenly 
paused, for he felt a storm rising within him, at the 
outbreaking of which, he himself recoiled, affrighted. 
He walked to the door, opened it, and said more calmly, 
but with an icy-cold look and tone : " I wished to have 
told you that I have taken tickets for the concert to- 
morrow, if you wish to go to it. I hoped to find you 
at the tea-table, but everything was as forsaken and 
desolate in the room as if the pest had resided there. — 
Don't give yourself any trouble ! I shall take my tea 
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at the club." Tiie Lagman clapped the door to after 
him, and went away. 

Elise sat down, she really could not stand, and con- 
cealed her face in her trembling hands. ^'Good 
Heavens ! Has it come to this ? Ernst, Ernst ! what 
words, what a look I and I, unhappy creature, what have 
I said ?" 

These were Elise's broken, half distracted thoughts, 
whilst tears streamed down her cheeks. 

" Words, words, words I" said Hamlet contemptu- 
ously ! But heaven keep us from the destroying power 
of words I There are words which sever hearts more 
than sharp swords do ; there are words, the point of 
which sting the heart through the course of a whole 
life. 

Elise wept long and vehemently: her whole soul 
was in commotion. In moments of mental conflict 
good and evil spirits dr&w near to the suffering. They 
encompassed Elise, and addressed her : 

The Evil. " Think of thy sacrifices, think of thy 
own merit Remember the many little occasions when 
thou hast suffered unjustly the bitter hours which the 
obduracy of thy husband has caused thee. Why 
shouldst thou humbly crouch in the dust? Arouse 
thyself, thou oppressed one ! Arouse thyself, thou 
insulted wife I Think of thine own dignity, of thy 
right! Suffer thyself not to be subjugated I Shew 
forth strength of spirit I Make him suffer for what 
thou hast suffered. Thou also knowest how to torment 
— how to punish ! Take refuge in the nerves, in sullen- 
ness! Use thy power, and enjoy the pleasure of re- 
taliation l" 
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The Good. *' Think of thy imperfections, think of 
thy faults. Remember all the patience, all die kind« 
ness and tender affection, -which thon hast experienced, 
think of the worth of thy husband, of his elevated f 
noble qualities. Think also of life, how short it is; 
how many unavoidable sorrows attend it; how many 
which may be avoided, or easily chased away again ; 
and think of that power of love which raaketh all 
things straight again. Fear the fetters of selfish feel> 
ings 1 Free thyself from them by a fresh sacrifice of 
love> and purify the heaven of home. The rising cloud 
may easily grow into a devastating thunder cloud, but 
it may also disperse trackless In the air. Oh, drive it 
away with the mighty breath of love !" 

It happens not unfrequently that the happiness of a 
long life depends upon which of those invisible coun- 
sellors is chiefly listened to; upon this it depends 
whether the gates of heaven or of hell shall open even 
then for the dweller upon earth. Elise gave ear to ** The 
Good.*' She held long converse with the better spirit, 
and as the latter poured a tide of pure recollections into 
her soul, she felt easier and happier. The light of love 
was re-kindled within her, and she saw clearly in its 
reflection the path she ought to take. She now saw 
what she ought to do with her novel ; her heart warmed 
at this revelation. She knew now that it would be the 
last from her pen, and that her husband would never 
more, on this account, miss her at the tea-table, nor 
have occasion to take his tea at the club. (He might, 
however, some day become reconciled to the ofFende 
the novel.) And Elise would prepare a dinner for 
Madame S., which should efiiace all remembrance ; 
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the dinsten of tbe iinpnmfled repatt, and 

'* Oh, Aat Emit would only come home soon 1 I shall 
tiy to oalm his displeasne — I shall make him kind 
i^n." 

It was the ehfldrenfs badnngr day, radthe«nnomice- 
ment that die hath ?ras ready interrupted EKse's soli- 
tude. She sent a message to Brifptta to hegin with the 
preparation, and having composed herself a little more, 
and wiped away the traces of her team with rose water, 
•he herself went down into the room. 

^Heaven be thanked for the water!*' was Elise's 
thought at the sight of the scene which met her there. 
The soft giittering bodies of the children in the dear 
tepid water, the illumination of the bright fire, and 
the white locks, Ae splashing and gambols of the 
duldren, their gay spirits, then: innocent sports with 
each other upon the cato inland lake of die bathing- 
tub, upon which they did not fear to raise the most 
stormy waves ; even Brigitta's happy face under her 
white cap, her cheerful activity amidst perpetual talk* 
ing about the *' most lovely, little alabaster arm, ala- 
baster foot, lily-breast, etc.," whilst she poured over 
the lily breast and alabaster arm a scarcely whiter soap 
lather, or wrapped them in glittering snow-white 
sheets, out of wfaieh only the lively, glittering, meiry 
little heads peeped forth, and played at peep with each 
other: all this combined to represent a picture full of 
life and charm. Elise nevertheless could not ei^oy it 
perfectly; the thought of what had occurred, the long- 
ing for reeonciliation with her husband, the fear that 
he might stay out too long, that his displeasure might 
be too strong to be soon pacified, occupied her thoughts^ 
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Notwithstanding she was obliged to smile when Gabriele 
was put by herself into the bath, and cried out be- 
side herself with fright: ** I shall bedrowned, I shall 
be drowned!" In order to quiet her, the mother 
stood over her with her white hands, and under her 
safeguard, the little one soon laughed, and splashed 
about like a little fish in the water. 

A shower of flowers suddenly fell on both mother 
and child, and Gabriele cried aloud for joy, and stretched 
forth its little arms to catch the stocks, roses, and pinks, 
which fell around and upon her. Elise turned round 
surprised, and her surprise was changed into the most 
intense feelings of joy when Ernst's lips met her fore- 
head. 

" Ah, is it you I" exclaimed £Use» and threw her 
arms afifectionately round his neck, and stroked his 
cheeks with her hands. '* I shall be wet through with 
all this !" said the Lagman, smiling, but did not with- 
draw himself from participating in the bath : for, he 
also stooped his head to little Gabriele, kissed her, and 
let himself be splashed by her. 

" Heaven be praised, all is happy again I The best 
thing, perhaps may be to take no notice of the un- 
pleasant past," thought Glise, whilst she was preparing 
to follow her husband into the visitor's room. 

The Lagman had, over his uncomfortable tea at the 
club, been carrying on something like the same con.- 
versation (with a few variations) as Eli^e had, during 
bis absence. The result of his, was a visit to the 
bathing-chamber ; the shower of flowers (of the nose- 
gay brought for Elise) and the kiss of reconciliation} 
which eflaced all those incouftid^rate, wounding words. 
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He now felt perfectly satisfied that all was right again ; 
that Elise's gentle, yielding disposition, demanded no- 
thing further. But, perhaps, on this very account, he 
became dissatisfied with himself. Her eyes, red with 
weeping, pained him, especially as they now gazed at 
him so affectionately; he felt that he had abused the 
power which circumstances had given him over his 
wife ; he felt that he had been harsh towards her. 
Hence he was dissatisfied with himself; hence he felt 
constrained to express a word — a word which proceeds 
with difficulty from manly lips, but which Ernst Frank 
was too manly, too strong to omit. When Elise came 
in, he held out his hand to her, and said, affectionately, 

" Forgive me Elise I I have behaved to-day harshly, 
yes, foolishly towards you." 

" Oh, forgive me, Ernst ; said Elise, deeply affected, 
whilst she drew his extended hand to her breast, and — 
. Confusion to all disturbeis of harmony in the world 1 
Such a one, at that moment happened to enter, and 
loosened the bonds of warm attachment just about to 
be cemented. It was a messenger from the Colonel's 
lady, with a note, togetlierwith a book for the Lagman, 
and two bottles of superior Eau de Rose, for Elise, 
** who I know," she said in the note, ** is very fond of 
this scent" A flush rose into the cheeks of the Lag- 
man on reading this note, which he did not commu- 
nicate to Elise. 

« Very polite and kind," said he, " I shall answer it 
immediately." 

<* Ernst," said Elise, ''ought we not invite her 
for to-morrow at dinner? I have thought of several 
excellent dishes, which I hope will turn out well. We 
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can then go together to the eoncert, md iIm can take 
supper with us afterwards." 

" Well, that was an excellent thought, I am much 
obliged to you for it, my dear Elise !" said the Lagman, 
greatly pleased. 

Yes, if there had been no Coloners lady, if there 
bad been no Candidate, if there had been no "if" of 
any kind, all might have been well ; but it was not 
so» and — 

ONB SWALLOW DOES NOT MAKE A SUMMER. 

Too many chaotic elements had collected within the 
family of Frank, for one sunny look to have power to 
rescue them from confusion. Nor were the heads <tf 
it in perfect understanding with each other. The 
Lagman was really enraptured with his former favour- 
ite, and the fair lady did all she coukl to fiuwinate her 
former wordiipper. Lagmaa Frank was as coldly 
as proudly impervious to evident, direct flattery, as 
any one could be ; but towards the subtile and in^er- 
ceptible wiles whidi £mUy employed, wheft, with her 
own distinguished talents, andcnltivatedundentanding, 
she submitted to be enlightened and instructed by him, 
he was not steeled against it: " A singularly amiable 
and interesting woman I" thought he, stiU more earn- 
estly than before, although he seldom expressed it. 
That according to the degree, in which he found Emily 
interesting, Elise should become less so in his sight* 
is natural enough, especially when he found in Endly 
what he had often missed in Elise, namely, an interest 
in his puUic duties as a dtiaeB, and for all those 
subjects connected with his office, which eqgaged his 
chief attention. 
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Elise, on her part, wasnei ther serene nor contented ; 
she suffered by the intimacy which had arisen between 
her husband and Emily, and found a sort of consola- 
tion, and charm in the attentions of Jacohi, although 
the air of devotion, which they sometimes assumed, be- 
gan to occasion her serious uneasiness. A letter, 
which was written about that time to her sister Cecilia, 
displays the state of her mind : 

" I have not written to you for a long time, Cecilia ; 
I do not know exactly why ; I can hardly tell what is 
the matter with me ! All is so uneasy, so obscure, I 
wish it may brighten up I — Do you know ? — she is very 
beautiful this " old flame " of my Ernst, very dazzling. 
I believe I am jealous of her. Yesterday, I went out 
to supper, for the first time for this many years. I had 
dressed myself with a great deal of care, I had flowers 
in my hair, I wished to please Ernst. I was very well 
satisfied with myself; when I went, Ernst could not 
come until later. I found Madame S. already in the 
company. She was beautiful, and extremely elegant. 
They made room for me near her. In firont of us was 
a looking-glass; I cast a stolen look towards it, and 
saw in it, before me — a shadow. At first, I thought : 
" It is a delusion ! " and looked again into the glass ; 
but again it displayed to me mercilessly a pale shadow 
by the side of the beautiful and dazzling Emily. " It 
is all over," thought I then, irrecoverably over with 
my youth, my bloom I Would that my husband and 
children would only love me I Then would I willingly 
forego both youth and beauty." But again I was 
obliged to look upon the shadow in the glass, and I 
grew sad about it. Emily too cast some looks into the 
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glass, and compared the two reflections, but apparently 
with far different feelings to mine. Ernst then came. 
I saw that he also felt the contrast. He was very 
much taken up with Emily that evening. I felt ill ; I 
longed to be able to support my head on him ; but he 
did not come near me. Perhaps he thought me in a 
bad humour, perhaps I may have appeared so I Ah I 
I returned home before supper ; he remained. When 
alone in the horrid hired coach, I was shaken upon the 
desolate streets, a feeling of sadness came over me, 
which I can not describe. Several bitter thoughts 
came uppermost in my soul — I recoiled from them. 
Jacobi received me at the door of my house. He had 
waited for me, and wanted to tell me something pleas- 
ing about my little ones ; he seemed to have antici- 
pated my feelings in the evening ; my favourite fruits, 
which he had procured, were intended to refresh me ; 
his friendship, his devotion revived me. It is so sweet 
to feel one's self beloved 1 

« « • « « 

Every inward emotion, every new connection has its 
dangers, its temptations ; the finest, the noblest may 
have its dangerous tendency. Oh, how is this to be 
remedied ? how is freedom to be attained without 
destruction ? how remove the poison without blunting 
the point ? Oh Cecilia, I needed at this moment a 
friend of my own sex, I needed you, to whom I could 
apply and find with you light and strength against my 
own weakness, against.-trying circumstances. I am dis- 
contented with myself, I am discontented with .... Ah, 
he alone could, if he would, make all things well yet I 
• • • • • 
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Oh Cecilia! this is a beclouded hour of my life. 
Does it proclaim the approach of day or night ? My 
eyes are dimmed, my path is obscured. However, I 
will go to Him, who can say, " Let there be light I " 
• « • « « 

It is better now and brighter, God be praised ! In 
a few hours this day will be over. I long after it. The 
children are going to have a little dancing party this 
evening at our house. Emily is coming too. We do 
not at all harmonise together. To me she is too cold, 
too witty, and too. . . .But I will do my best in acting 
the part of a kind hostess. And when the day is over, 
I will see my lovely boy sleep, and be happy over my 
little ones.'* 

THE END OF THE DAY. 

Evening came, lights came, guests came. There 
was a noble, self-sacrificing gentleness in Elise's 
whole deportment during that evening. She was 
almost affectionate towards Madame S., studied the 
comfort of all, played the piano to the children's danc- 
ing, and seemed only to be present for the service of 
others. The fair Emily thought, on the other hand, 
only of herself, was more lively and shining than ever, 
and collected, as usual, all the men around her. The 
conversation amongst this group was animated. She had 
wandered from politics to literature, and dwelt for a 
moment on the theatre. Emily offered some acute and 
f»triking remarks on the modem drama. " Besides." 
she added, " is it wise and prudent, that on the stage 
the curtain always drops in haste, as soon as its hero 
and its heroine are united at the altar ; the novel does 
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the same, and also very sensibly ; were it to go further, 
no one would be able to read it" 

"How 80?" inquired the Lagman, with sudden 
seriousness. 

" Because," replied Emily, "beyond that golden mo- 
ment the illusions of life are extinguished, and the 
reality steps forth in all its unadorned and oppressive 
weight. Behold a young pair in the glowing dawn of 
their union. How warm is love then ; how it pene- 
trates and beautifies every thing ; how it glows and 
speaks in looks, words, and graceful actions; how, by 
its splendour, is the whole life changed into poesy ! 
" Thou ! thou !" is the sole engrossing thought with 
these young people. Contemplate, however, this pair 
several years later. " 1, I, and whatever gives me 
pleasure," is the meaning now. The worshipping, the 
generous lover, has become the exacting husband, who 
is to be supreme, to be studied, and obeyed. And the 
amiable, loving, all-sacrificing bride, has become the 
troublesome, anxious housewife, talking of trouble, 
spoiled provisions, and careless maids. What aie the 
communications which now occupy the hours of the tete 
a tete ? " What, my love, is the butter all consumed 
already ? I only the other day gave you money for 
butter. You must look after the cook that she manages 
better with the butter. I won't hear of such wasteful- 
ness in the house ! Do you want any thing more ?" 
" Yes, my dear. I and the children want new clothes. 
Peter's little coat is quite worn out, and little Paul has 
outgrown his. My old cloak too can't last for ever!" 
One ought to thank one's stars if no detestable stupid 
quurrel arises from such interesting communications, and 
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if in the blissful tranquillity of one's own home, harmless 
yawnings are the worst to occupy the place which kisses 
have vacated. Sickness, discomfort, household troubles, 
eat away the happiness of matrimony as the worm con- 
sumes the flower ; they bring sourness and bitterness 
into the mind, and although the married pair continue 
to the day of their death calling each other ** my sweet 
child," it nevertheless often means at heart, "my sour 
child." This is moreover perfectly natural, and matri- 
mony herein merely follows the eternal law of nature 
for all earthly existence. All forms of life bear within 
them dissolution and corruption, and a poisonous 
Nodfibgg* destroys even the root of the tree of the 
world." 

Several of the auditors, and among them the Candi- 
date, had loudly laughed at Emily's description. But 
the Lagman had not even smiled ; and when Madame S. 
had finished, he replied with a gravity, which made the 
satire die upon her lips : 

" Were it so, Emily, life itself would be little worth 
even in its brightest moments ; these might then be 
rightly termed illusions, but this is not the truth; and 
you have represented matrimony in its lowest, not in 
its better, in its truest form. I do not deny the diffi- 
culties in that as in all conditions of life ; but J am 
certain that they nSust and can be overcome, and that 
this will be so if the married pair bring right principles 
and feelings with them to their home. Then let wants, 
let cares, let disturbing — yes, let even bitter hours 
come, they will pass away, the bonds of love and faith- 

* Nodhogg, the king of serpents, which rages in the Niflheim 
of the lower regions of northern mythology. 
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fulnesi will bid them defiance, and also grow strong 
through their means. You have spoken of dissolution 
and death as of the end of life's drama, Emily. You 
have forgotten the resurrection, the renovation, where- 
of even the most ancient northern H^ala* sings. The 
life of matrimony has, like every kind of life, such a 
renovation, yes, a progressive renovation being foofided 
in the one, and every conflict sustained, every danger 
overcome, every pain endured, then changes into a 
blessing upon that home, upon that husband and wife, 
who have now sympathised more deeply with each other, 
and bound themselves in truer unity than ever." 

The Lagman had spoken with unusual warmth, and 
not without a certain degree of agitation ; bis expresive 
look sought and met that of EIise*s. The latter had, 
unnoticed, drawn near to the speakers ; she had list- 
ened to Emily's bitter satire with much pain; she ac- 
knowledged that there was some foundation for it. 
But when the Lagman spoke, she felt, that all he spoke 
was truth ; her heart beat more freely and firmly ; light 
broke at once upon her soul. She bent forward, with 
a look full of tenderness and confidence, and gazed at 
him, forgetting herself, and eagerly watching for every 
word that fell from his lips. It was at this moment 
that their looks met each other. There vras much, in- 
finitely much, in this look. A bHght blush of joy 
suffused Elise's cheeks, and she grew lovely by it. 
That gentle pleasure which now suddenly animated 
her, combined with her beautiful figure, her graceful 
movements, the purity depicted on her brow, rendered 

* Wala or Wola, a kind of northern Sibylla or soothsayeresB. 
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her attractive, for more tlian her hrilliant rival. The 
Lagmaa followed her continually with his eyes, whilst 
with kind attention she entertained her guests, or 
joined the children in their dance, with little Gabriele 
upon her arm, to which Evelina's foster-daughters 
played a duet. 

Suddenly he felt himself so comfortably indifferent 
by the side of his " old flame," and he was not particu- 
larly warmed by the sharp tone, with which, the little 
coaxing Petrea was ordered, not to be so troublesome. 
** Our little Louisa will dance very well in time," ob- 
served the Lagman to his wife, on noticing with much 
satisfaction the little brisees et cJuutees of his daughter, 
whilst Master N. L. Gabriel Sternhok, twelve years 
of age, with much gravity and a sort of chivalrous po- 
liteness, whirled round with his little partner, and 
conversed with her. 

Meanwhile, Madame Gunilla gave Emily informa- 
tion about French character and manners, and Madame 
S., who, after the discussion of the matrimonial question, 
remained with a bitter expression of sarcasm in her 
face, ass^ted her superior knowledge with considera- 
ble sharpness, she was however decidedly put down 
by the former, who — had never been in France. 

The Candidate followed Elise everywhere with ad- 
miring eyes, and appeared quite enraptured that even- 
ing by her loveliness. 

" Fie, you ought to be ashamed to take all the cakes 
for yourself}" said little Leonora, admonishing one of the 
young guesu, a stout, quiet boy, who with the same 
stoic composure, took the cakes and the lecture to ba- 
lance each other. Louisa gave him a look of high in- 
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dignation, and bestowed some of her own portion on d 
little girl, who complained of not having received 
anything. 

Supper came. Emily, whose eyes sparkled with an 
unusual fire, appeared desirous of using the utmost 
exertion to gain that interest which she was perhaps 
afraid of soon losing entirely, and her witty and play- 
ful conversation had an electrifying effect upon the 
company. Jacobi, unusually exhilirated, drank one 
glass of wine after the other, conversed and laughed 
very loudly, and looked now and then at Elise, with 
an expression, which too unequivocally indicated his 
feelings. These looks were not the first of the kind 
which were observed by the sharp eye of Madame S. 

"This young man," said she, in an under tone, full 
of meaning, to the Lagman, with a glance at Jacobi, 
" appears to be very agreeable — he really possesses 
remarkable powers ; — is he a near relative of Elise ?'* 

" No !" said the Lagman, and looked at her some- 
what astonished ; " but he has been a member of our 
family for the last three months." 

" Oh, indeed," said Madame S., with much meaning 
and emphasis, " I should have thought . . . Besides," 
added she, in an affectedly careless tone, *^ Elise is 
really so pleasant and amiable that it must be difficult 
for one, who is daily with her, not to love her." 

The Lagman felt the serpent sting, but with a look 
fired with noble indignation, he said to his fair neigh- 
bours : ** You are right, Emily I And I know of no 
woman, who is deserving of more respect and love 
than she." 

Emily bit her Up and turped pale ; she would have 
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turned still paler, had she understood the feeling which 
she had awakened in the breast of her former worship- 
per. The Lagman had a sharp eye for moral obliquity, 
and wherever principle failed, no mental endowments 
could make up the deficiency. He comprehended 
Emily's meaning, and therefore despised her ; she was 
at that moment hateful in his eyes. However, his 
composure was disturbed. He looked at Jacobi, and 
marked his looks, his feelings ; he looked at Elise, and 
observed that she was uneasy and avoided his looks. 

A dreadful convulsive-like feeling ran through his 
mind. In order to conceal what was passing within 
him, he grew gay and boisterous ; but there was some- 
thing hostile and forcibly sarcastic in his language, 
which remained however unnoticed by most of the 
company, on account of the general cheerfulness. 
Never had Assessor Munter been so droll, so comically 
severe to men and things. Madame Gunilla and he 
seemed as if desperate against each other. Whilst 
yet in full contest, all rose up from table and returned 
into the drawing-room. 

*' Music! for heaven's sake, music!" shouted the 
Assessor, with an air of desperation, and Madame S. 
and Elise ran to the piano. It was a delightful feeling 
to hear, after the shouting and rough voices, one of 
Blangini's most melodious NotturnoSf which Italy's 
fair skies seem to have inspired, and which awaken in 
the soul thoughts of its summer-nights with its flowery 
meadows, its love, its song, all its inexpressible enjoy- 
ments. " Un^ etema constama in amor! " were the words 
which many times repeated, in the most lovely cadence, 
concluded the song. 
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" Un* etema corutanza in amor I " repeated the Caa- 
didate, softly and passionately, with his hands pressed 
against his heart, whilst following Elise to the window, 
whither she had gone for the purpose oi plucking a 
rose for Madame S., and as Elise's hand touched the 
rose, Jacobi's lips touched her hand. 

Emily sang another song, which was greatly admired. 
But the Lagman stood silent and gloomy. Words 
uttered that evening had roused his slumbering con- 
. sciousness, and at the sight which he now caught of 
Elise and Jacobi, he felt as if the earth were shaking 
under his feet He saw all that had passed at the 
window, and panted for breath. A storm arose within 
his breast On turning away his eyes, they met others, 
which were fixed on him with a scrutinising, penetrat- 
ing expression. They belonged to the Assessor. Such 
a look from any other, would at this moment have been 
poison to the mind of the Lagman ; but from Jeremias 
Munter it had a different effect When the Lagman, 
a moment after, saw his friend writing something upon 
a strip of paper, he went up to him and read over bis 
shoulders these words : 

** Thou beholdest the mote that is in thy brother's 
eye, and per^eivest not the beam that is in thine 
own eye." 

** Is this intended for me ?" inquired the Lagoiai), 
in a low, agitated voice. 

"Yes!" was the reply, pronounced in the fiawfi 
way. 

The Lagman took the paper and put it in his 
breast 

He grew pale and still, and looked down in denj^ 
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reflection. The company broke up. The La^i^an had 
promised to escort Emily home, but stood now cold 
and mute like a pillar of ice, at the side of his ** old 
flame/' who was merrily jesting with several of the 
gentlepsen, whilst her footman was putting on her fur 
shoes for her. The Courtmarshairs lady and the As- 
sessor quarrelled to the last moment Meanwhile Elise 
walked up quickly to Jacobi, who was standing a little 
on one side, and said to him in a low voice, *' I wish 
to speak to you, and will await you, after the company 
has retired, in the drawing-room !" Jacobi bowed ; a 
burning, blushing heat, flamed upon his cheeks. 

The Lagman cast a penetrating side look at him, and 
passed his hand over his pale face. 

" It gives me pleasure, " shouted Madame GuniUa, 
with a shrill and staccato voice, " it gives me pleasure 
to see my fellow-creatutes, and it gives me pleasure to 
see them pleased to see me. Well, who can help it, 
if they are not always so agreeable. I dare say I am 
not always so agreeable. Dearest friend ! I suppose 
we must bear with one another here in the world. 
We ought not to be continually exacting and thrust- 
ing against one another. Heaven forbid 1 I suppose 
I must be contented to take people in this world 
as our Maker has made them. I can not bear for peo- 
ple to be perpetually finding fault and criticising, and 
mocking at every thing, and making sour faces, and 
crying out, I don't like this ! and I don't like that I 
and I won't have it so ! — It is so foolish, so unbear- 
able, so tiresome, so stupid 1 Just as if I were the 
only person bearable, agreeable, and clever! No. I 
have learned better. I have certainly no genius, nor 
erudition, nor talents, as so many people now-a-days 
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pretend to have, but I have learned to be contented." 

Simultaneously with this moral lecture, and trying 
to outscream her, the Assessor shouted, ** and do you 
derive the least pleasure from your abominable social 
intercourse ? No, not you ! What else is social life 
but striving to join in the world in order to render the 
world intolerable ? What is it but scheming and toil- 
ing to get invited, but being annoyed arid out of hu- 
mour when one is not so ; and when one is, then to 
complain of tediousness and vexation ? Thus, a man 
invites a number of people, and, when he has gotten 
them together, wishes them at the deuce ; and all this 
trouble is only to get poorer, more ill-humoured, more 
sickly, in a word, to gain a mere false position, the 

very opposite to happiness Now, then, in 

heaven's name! adieu, adieu, adieu! When ladies 
begin to take leave, they never know when to end !" 

** There is not one word of truth in all you say," 
was the last salutation, said laughingly, however, by 
Madame Gunilla to the Assessor, as, escorted by the 
Candidate, she walked out of the room. The Lagman 
had just gone out before her. Elise remained alone, 
and repaired to the drawing-room. 

Suddenly she heard some hasty steps behind her. 
She thought it was Jacobi! — turned round and 
beheld her husband. But never yet had she seen him 
in such a state. There was a desperation and an ex- 
citement in his countenance, which terrified her. He 
threw his arm violently round her waist, and fixed his 
eyes upon hers, with a loook, as if he wished to pene- 
trate into the very recesses of her heart. " Ernst, com- 
pose yourself!" whispered Elise, deeply shocked by 
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lu8 agitation, the cause of which she suspected. The 
Lagman seized her hand, and laid it against his fore- 
head. Cold perspiration stood upon it. In another 
moment he had disappeared. We now go to the 
Candidate. 

Wine, passion, and suspense, had so fired the im- 
agination of the young man, that he scarcely knew 
what he was about, whether he was walking or flying ; 
and, more than once, on descending the stairs, he had 
very nearly knocked down Madame Gunilla, who with 
kindness, but some astonishment, said, ** heaven keep 
me, dearest friend, I can't conceive where you and 
I are going to this evening." 

** No, thank you, I wish to keep my nose safe, crooked 
as it may be. I fancy 1 shall walk safer by myself ; 
I shall keep myself to .... " 

"Beg thousand pardons !" said the Candidate, 
pressing Madame Gunilla's arm firmly in his. " Tt's 
all my fault, but now we shall proceed safely and mag- 
nificently. I was a little giddy just now.'' 

** Giddy ! dearest friend, one ought to guard against 
that ; guard head and heart against that ; or else one 
may go still more crookedly than we did just now. Ha, 
ha, ha! But hark you my friend," said Madame 
Gunilla, becoming suddenly serious, "I shall teach 
you one lesson, and that is .... " 

" Forgive me, your ladyship I " interrupted her the 
Candidate, ** but I believe — I am a little indisposed • 
I .... , ah, here we are at your door! Excuse me !" 
And the Candidate rushed up the stairs again. 

In the entrance-hall of the residence of the Franks 
he drew a long breath. The thought of the proposed 
most mysterious meeting with Elise filled his soul both 
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with joy and disquietude. He could think of nothing 
cleariy, and with loudly palpitating heart entered the 
room, where Elise waa expecting him. 

When he heheld her white lovely figure in the ma- 
gical light of the lamp, his soul became intoxicated, 
and he was on the point of throwing himself at her 
feet, when Elise, hastily and with dignity, drew back a 
lew paceSf whilst she said, in a trembling, and serious 
Yoice : 

" Jacobi, listen to me ! ** 

"Listen to you!" interrupted he, with passion; 
** oh that I could listen to you £or ever I oh that I .... I " 

** Silence ! " interrupted him Blise, with an unusual 
severit]^. ** Not a word more of this kind, or our con- 
versation is at an end, and we are parted for ever ! " 

** Good heavens," broke forth Jacobi, ** what 
have . . . . " 

" I entreat you, listen to me ! " continued Elise. 
" Tell me, Jacobi, have I given you any cause to per- 
mit you to despise me ? " 

Jacobi started. «- ** What a question!" said he, 
faultering and turning pale. 

** And notwithstanding/' proceeded Elise, " I am 
compelled to ask it Your conduct this evening has 
rendered it necessary. Can you believe, Jacobi, that 
I, a wife, a mother of many children, could approve of 
those feelings, which you have this evening so incon- 
siderately manifested ? Can you believe that I was not 
obliged to feel both profound displeasure and pain ? 
Yes, so it is, Jacobi ; I fear that you are falling into a 
dreadful error, — and if I myself have contributed by 
some unknown want of caution in my conduct to lead 
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you to it, then — may God forgive me ! You have 
punished me for it, Jacobi, punished me for the attach- 
ment which I have felt and shewn you — and if I now 
break off a connection, which [ had hoped would have 
rejoiced my life, it is your own fault. One more such 
look and expression as that of this evening, and I 
myself shall be compelled to turn you out of my 
house ! " 

The blush of shame and indignation rose flaming 
upon Jacobi*s cheeks. " Indeed " said he, " I have not 
deserved such severity." 

" Ah ! try your own heart, Jacobi, and you will con* 
demn yourself much more severely than I. You say, 
that you love me, Jacobi ; and you do not fear thought- 
lessly disturbing the peace and happiness of my life. 
Poisonous tongues are perhaps already at work against 
me. I have seen looks this evening directed towards 
me, towards you, looks which were not those of be- 
nevolence, and in my husband's mind, thoughts and 
feelings have been roused, which never, never ought to 
have been awakened there. You have marred the 
peace of a family, in which yott'ibave been received 
with friendship, with confidence. ~ But I know," con- 
tinued Elise, more softly, ** that you have not had 
wicked intentions. No vice has actuated your 
conduct ; thoughtlessness only has misled you, to treat 
thus thoughtlessly, connections, the most sacred upon 
earth. You have not yet seriously reflected on your 
hfe, your duties and your position in this family." 

Jacobi leaned his head on his hand ; a severe con- 
flict convulsed his mind. 

" And Ernst I " began Elise again, with warmth and 
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great kindness — ** Ernst ! How suitable is this to the 
character of the husband, how worthy is it of him ! 
Jacobi ! Saviour of my child ! my young friend ! I would 
not have been able to speak to you thus, if I had not had 
confidence in yourbetter,your noble self, if I did not hope 
to gain a friend in you, a friend through the whole of life, 
for me and my Ernst Oh, Jacobi, listen to my request I 
You have come amongst those who would be heartily 
glad to be your friend. Conduct yourself so that we 
may love and esteem you, and do not turn into grief 
the hearty well- wishes which we both feel towards you. 
Combat, banish far from you that foolish feeling, which 
for a moment you imagined yourself to cherish towards 
me ; look upon me as a sister, as a mother. — Yes — 
continued Elise, pausing at this wor(|, and half start- 
ing, a foreboding,— perhaps you may call me mother yet 
And if you wish to devote to me your love and fidelity, 
as you have said, Jacobi, I then accept them — for my son. 
Oh, Jacobi ! Do you wish to merit my blessings, my 
eternal gratitude, then become a most faithful friend, 
a valuable preceptor to my boy, my Henric ! Your 
capacities, as a teacher of youth, are of no common 
kind. Your heart is kind, your intellect capable of the 
noblest refinement The way is open for you to all 

that can render a man estimable and amiable oh, do 

not turn away from it, Jdcobi, enter upon it with 
sincerity ....!" 

" Say no more !'* exclaimed Jacobi. " Oh I I see it 
all ! Angel-like Elise forgive me ! I will do everything, 
everything to ,be one day worthy of your esteem, of 
your friendship. You have penetrated my heart, you 
have transformed it, — I shall become a better man. 
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But tell me, that you forgive me, that you yet can, yet 
wish to become my friend !" 

Jacobi in the height of his excitement had thrown 
himself upon his knees ; Elise also was deeply agitated, 
tears gushed from her eyes, whilst extending her hand 
to Jacobi, and stooping down to him, she pronounced 
from the depth of her heart those words ; " your friend, 
your friend for ever 1" 

Silently, with beaming countenances, both now looked 
up, but an involuntary shudder seized them, when 
they saw the Lagman entering the room. His coun- 
tenance was pale and severe. 

Jacobi rose and went to meet him, ''Lagman Frank !" 
said he with a firm, but lowly voice, '* you here behold 
a . . .•• 

*'Be silent Jacobi !" quickly interrupted Elise, "you 
have no need to blush for your posture, and no expla- 
nation is necessary! — Is it not so, Ernst?" continued 
she with all the fresh candour of innocence. "You 
you do not demand any explanation. You believe me, 
when I. tell you, that Jacobi is now more than ever 
worthy of our friendship. A bond has been formed 
between us three, which I hope, will no more be dis- 
turbed, which no poisonous tongue will attack. You 
believe me, Ernst!" 

The Lagman extended to her his hand, and merely 
said : " Yes, were I not to do so, then . . ." He made 
a frightful gesture, was silent, with his looks directed 
fixedly on his wife, a moment he remained still and 
then said more calmly : " I have to speak a word with 
you. Good night Jacobi." 

Jacobi bowed, went a few steps, but came back. 
** Lagman Frank," said he, with a voice which testi- 
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fied to the excitement of his feelings, " give me your 
hand I I wish to merit your friendship." The ex^ 
tended hand was met by a hearty firm clasp, and Jacobi 
quickly retired. 

" Elise come here/' said the Lagman violently, and 
conducted his wife to the sofa, entwining her as it were 
in his arms — ** speak to me 1 Tell me, has anything in 
my conduct latterly turned away your heart from me V* 

Elise was silent, whilst sinking her head against the 
breast of her husband. <'Ah! Ernst!" said she at 
length, with a painful sigh, ** nor have I either been 
satisfied with myself. But" — continued she more cheer- 
fully — " when 1 thus lean against you, when 1 hear 
your heart beat and feel, and know, how you truly 
feel, oh, Ernst, it is then that I feel tl},e intensity of my 
love towards you, my firm confidence in you. Then do 
1 upbraid myself for having been so weak, so ungrate- 
ful, so sensitive, then. . . oh, Ernst, love me! Look 
at me always as you do now ! Then life will be joy to 
me, then shall J have strength to conquer everything, 
even my very weakness. Then I feel, that it is but a 
cloud, a misty phantom, but no reality which has inter- 
posed between us. Now, however, it has vanished ! 
Now I could open to you the most secret recesses of 
my heart, tell you all my weaknesses. . . ." 

" Be still, be still about that at present," said the 
Lagman, whilst with a bright and most loving look, he 
laid his hand on Elise's lips. " I have had more faults 
than you, but 1 have been awakened. Weep not, EHse ! 
Let me kiss away your tears. Do you not feel as I do, 
that all will yet be well ? Do we not believe on the 
ever Gracious, and do we not believe in each other. 
Let us forgive one another, forget and enjoy comfort 
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in each other. Some day, when our late estrangement 
will have almost vanished from our memory, we will then 
talk of it, and wonder that it ever could have existed 
between us. Now we clearly understand each other, 
and we both see our way. Our faults will serve us as 
a warning. What do we live for in the world, if not to 
grow better 7 Look at me Elise ! are you reconciled to 
me ? Can you have confidence in me ?" 

** I can, I have it. There is no longer a divided 
thought between us." 

" Then we are again united. Let us then in God's 
name thus pass through life ! What He has joined, 
neither men, nor casualties, nor aught the world con- 
tains, shall separate !" 

Night came ! but in the breast of the husband and 
wife, light had arisen. 

The furrows made by discord usually bear thorns and 
thistles ; it may be, however, that they also produce 
seed for the storehouses of heaven. 



When Jacobi returned to his room, he found a' letter 
lying upon the table near his bedside. He recognised 
the handwriting of the Lagman, and opened it quickly. 
A bank-note of considerable value dropped out, and 
in the letter he read the following words: 

" You are involved in debt with several persons in 
town, Jacobi, with whom I could wish for your sake, 
that you should have as little to do with as possible. 
Enclosed you will find means to satisfy all just demands . 

H. VOL. I. 
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Accept this from a parental friend, who sincerely 
wishes that you would really consider him as such, and 
who "with pleasure embraces this opportunity to mani- 
fest his gpratitude towards the friend and tutor of his 
children. To the deliverer of my child, I shall cer- 
tainly ever remain indebted, but— do you wish for any 
thing, Jacobi; do you need, want any thing — ^then 
apply to no one else but to 

Vour friend 
E. Frank.'* 

" He ! he also !" exclaimed Jacobi, quite overcome 
with reading these words. "Oh what kind, noble, 
excellent! .... And I? ... . But I shall, I will 
prove myself worthy of them I From this day forth I 
am a new man '" 

He pressed the letter to his breast, and looked up- 
wards to the star-bright heavens with silent, but ardent 
vows. 



TIME PASSES. 

Life has its moments of power and bloom; those 
bright moments of inspiration in which the human 
artist (the fashioner of his earthly course) perceived 
and expresses the pure — the beautiftil — the heavenly. 
— If with such revelations the earthly race were over ; 
if the sacrifice were completed, if the work were ac- 
complished, the victory gained in such a moment, then 
all would be fair in this life. But the difRculty is to 
keep alive, through a long series of years, that flame, 
which was lighted at the moment of inspiration, whilst 
storms abound, whilst the drizzling rain of minutes 
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falls and falls, silently and monotonously^ a weary change 
of days and nights. 

To keep the spirit purely burning through this 
strength from on high, repeated draughts from the 
divine fountains are needed by the great as well as the 
lowly, by all the labourers upon earth. It was Ernst's 
and Eiise*s happiness to know this, and properly to apply 
their knowledge. Hence their success in overcoming 
their natural faults increased ; hence they gradually 
drew nearer to each other by those short but impercep- 
tible efforts which bind together hearts and lives in 
strength and affection, and which may be comprised 
under the rule: Attention to mutual wisheSf solicitude for 
mutual interests. 

By means of this new-bom sincerity, this renewed, 
pure affection, Elise assumed a decided and a noble 
deportment in her relation to Jacobi. No weakness 
conquered her heart, even when she saw sorrow depicted 
in his face. She remained firm when she heard that 
his health was suffering, and only begged her husband 
to fix upon an earlier period for his and Henric's 
departure. This was likewise the wish of the Lagman. 
Like a good angel, at once strong and mild, he there 
stood by her ; — no wonder therefore, that Elise, sus- 
tained by his hand, went on triumphantly ; no wonder 
therefore, that, by this firm conduct of the Lagman, by 
the display of this beautiful relation between the hus- 
band and wife, the censures which had began to be 
whispered, soon ceased and died away, as a flame ex- 
pires by the want of being fed. 

Of the Lagman's " old flame," once so dreaded by 
Elise, we have to relate, that she had been so vexed and 
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cooled by the increasing distance in the behaviour of 
her former worshipper, that she quickly left the town» 
and gave up every thought of settling there. " It is 
too monotonous, too dull I" said she, gaping, to the 
Lagman, who strongly recommended to her to return 
to France or Italy. *'It is always so in our good 
nothern country," added he, " that we are obliged to 
draw our interests and enjoyments chiefly from 
our own stores, from our families, from our own 
hearts." 

" Still she is very lovely and interesting !" said Elise, 
with a friendly feeling for the Madame S., when the 
latter had departed. The Lagman said not a word. 
He spoke no more of his former favourite. 

Days passed on. The Lagman had plenty to do ; 
Elise was very busy with her little girls ; the Candidate 
with Henric, and with his private studies. 

The children shot up like asparagus in June, and 
the father was delighted with them. ** Little Louisa 
will outgrow us all I " he often prophesied ; and when 
Eva jingled " Marlborough s'en va-t-en guerre,^* his 
musical taste began to be awakened, and he said, 
" What feeling she already displays for music ! Don't 
you think so, Elise ? " When all the members of the 
family assembled in the evening, they became more 
and more cheerful and comfortable. There was often 
playing and dancing with the children. 

Children I What a world of pleasure and of anxieties 
do they not bring with them into a house ! Truly all 
that .relates to them is not so rose-coloured as their 
cheeks. Elise experienced this in her little flock, who 
were often far from being as well-behaved as they 
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lihould have been. " Do not unto others that you do 
not wish that they should do to you ! — We ought to re* 
fleet on what we do ! — Patience is a virtue ! — You do not 
see your father and mother do so ! " Those standing 
common place sayings, which have been current since 
the time that '* Adam delved and Eve span/' without 
being worn out, and which will go on being reiterated 
to the end of the world ; those assurances to the child- 
ren, when they were punished, or were obliged to 
learn their lessons over again : ** This is done for your 
good !— > You will some day thank' us for it, " etc., which 
children seldom or never believe ; these conventional 
patriarchal common places, which were served up in 
dishes in this, as in all other worthy families, would not 
always produce their effect. Perhaps Elise troubled 
herself too much sometimes about the repetition of the 
same faults in her children, perhaps she attached too 
little value to the invisible, but sun-like and powerful 
influence of true parental love upon the little human 
plants. Certain it is, that she often was distracted 
with cares on their account, end the development and 
future prospects of her daughters, awakened in her 
mind many an anxious and powerful feeling. 

One day, when such thoughts occupied her mind 
more than usual, she felt the need of seeking the 
counsel of a sensible and experienced female friend. 

** Ernst," said she, when the Lagman immediately 
after dinner was preparing to go out, *' I shall walk 
down for a few minutes to Evelina ; but I shall be back 
by the time you come home.*' 

** Don't mind that, Elise ; stay as long as you like ; 
I will call for you soon. Give me your arm now, we'll 
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walk down together, and I shall then know exactly 
where to find you." 

A LITTLE COMMITTEE ON EDUCATION OYER THE 
COFFEE. 

When Elise entered Evelina's house, Pyrrhus sprang 
towards her, harking and wagging his tail. Madame 
Gunilla was there, and she and the hostess outvied 
each other in hastening to welcome their friend. 

" Well, dear, this is pleasant I " exclaimed Madame 
Gunilla, kindly emhracing Elise. " Well, how does the 
little woman do ? Rather pale, a little out of spirits, I 
am afraid ? I will tell you in confidence, we shall soon 
have some excellent co£fee, and this, I know, will re- 
vive dear little Elise." 

Evelina took hold of Elise's hand, and looked at her 
with her calm, shrewd eyes, in afiectionate sympathy. 
Pyrrhus fawned, wanting to he noticed, softly against 
her foot, and then seated himself hefore her, whining 
upon his hind-feet, wanting to disylay his sympathy 
likewise. Elise laughed, and Madame Gunilla and she 
contended in caressing the little animal. To Evelina's 
look, which seemed so affectionately to interrogate her, 
Elise replied: 

** Ah, let me stay here and talk with you, and all 
will he well. Every thing is so quiet and comfortahle 
here. I don't know how you manage, Evelina, but it 
seems to me as if the air in your room is lighter than 
elsewhere ; when I come into your house, I feel as if I 
entered into a little temple of peace." 

" Yes, and so it seems to me ! " said Madame 
Gunilla, with warmth. Evelina smiled thankfully. 
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** Yes, God be praised, here is peace!" and tears 
started into her eyes. 

" And yet, my dear friend, I suppose the young ones 
make a little confusion in the room sometimes, as well 
as in your mind ? Is it not so ? " said Madame Gunilla, 
with archness. ** Well, well," -added she, consolingly, 
" every thing has its time, and dust and confusion sub- 
side, I should think, in their own time too. Patience 
only!" 

" Ah, teach me what is best, dear aunt! " said Elsie, 
** I come here expressly in the hope of learning a little 
wisdom. I need it so much. But where are your 
daughters to-day, Evelina ? " 

*' They are to-day with one of their friends, at a little 
party, which they have long anticipated with delight. 
And I expect, through their description of it, to receive 
a good share of the pleasure." 

** Ah, teach me, Evelina, how I shall be able to make 
my daughters as amiable, as excellent, as happy, as 
your Laura and Carina. I confess, it is care about the 
proper education of my daughters, which so often per- 
plexes my mind, and more than ever presses on my 
heart to-day. I distrust my ability, my insight into 
the art of rightly developing and cultivating their 
minds." 

" Ah, cultivation 1 cultivation !" said Madame Gu- 
nilla, vexed. ** This is the march of intellect ; one 
never hears any thing else now, but cultivation and 
refinement. I never heard, in my young days, a cry 
about refinement, and, thank goodness, we became 
reasonable creatures. But now, since ** le tiers-etat" has 
hegan to be talked of, there is so much fuss made about 
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ourselves, and to consider one's self something quite 
extraordinary in the world, with one's refinementj now 
the whole world cries : ' Educate I Educate !' Yes, they 
even go so far as to say, one ought to educate one's 
housemaids I I only hope and pray I may be spared 
from living in a time in which maid servants are to be 
educated. Yes, yes ! we are getting fast on that way, 
I promise you. Tliey are already reading Frithiof and 
Axel, and before we are aware, we shall be hearing 
them talking of * husband' and ' wife,' and of ' wife and 
husband,' and fancying themselves ' vines, which sink 
and fade, if not supported,' and ' victims,' and all sorts 
of touching things ; and then with all this stuff they 
will get quite unable to scour a room, or clean a sauce- 
pan. Yes, we shall have fine doings here in the world, 
with all this education ! It is downright frenzy, mad- 
ness, with this education ! It is shocking 1" 

The longer Madame Gunilla spoke upon this subject, 
the more warm she grew. 

Elise and Evelina were obliged to laugh heartily^ 
and declared that they, as belonging to the tiers- etat, 
were obliged to advocate the cause of education } yes, 
even the education of maid servanu. 

" Ah," said Madame Gunilla, ** you make everything 
so artificial and complicated with your education ; and 
you cram the children's heads so full of so many things, 
that they will never get clear notions with them as 
long as they live. In my young days they learned 
* the tongue,' as the French was then called, suffici- 
ently as to be able to make a will, just as much draw- 
ing as to be able to sketch out a pattern for themselves, 
and as much music as io a case of necessity to be able 
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to Strike up a contre-dance ; they did not learn as they 
do now, to be able to g^ossip about every subject in the 
world, but they learned to thinki and if they did not 
know so many arts and splendid things as now, they 
knew however the art, to mind their own business, and 
to let the world alone." 

** But, Madame," said Evelina, ** education — in its 
true import — as our age will have it, has indeed the 
direct tendency of teaching us to reflect more clearly 
on the world as well as on ourselves, so that we may be 
able better to comprehend our own duties, better to 
appreciate the position of others, that each may become 
qualified for his part and be contented." 

** Yes, yes !" said Madame Gunilla, ** that may all 
be very excellent, but . . " But now came in the 
coffee with biscuits, cakes, and gingerbread, and made 
a considerable diversion in the conversation, which 
assumed a more cheerful character. Madame Gunilla 
gave Elise, with mock gravity, various good pieces of 
advice respecting the education of her children. She 
recommended especially a certain ' orbis picius* which 
she herself had studied when a child, and which com- 
menced with these words : " Come hither, my child, 
and learn wisdom form my mouth !" and wherein it 
was clearly set forth how the mind was formed and 
what it looked like. It looked, namely, like a pan- 
cake, round and flat, spread out upon a table, all the 
five senses properly numbered. Madame Gunilla as- 
sured Elise, that it would certainly considerably expand 
and improve the notions of her children upon the 
nature of the human mind, if they were to contemplate 
this picture. Madame G. further proposed to Elise to 
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adopt a method of education for her children, which 
had been applied with peculiar success to her departed 
father and his brother, at the time when they went to 
school. It consisted, viz., in combing the children's 
hair with a fine comb every Saturday, administering a 
certain portion of whipping and half an ounce of salts 
a-piece, to drive out all their naughtiness. They 
further had on the same day bread and beer with a 
dumpling in it, which was called ^amnia^tca, and which 
was intended to strengthen the lads to receive lessons 
of erudition during the coming week. 

During the entertainment which this anecdote af- 
forded, the Lagman walked in, pleased with the cheer- 
fulness, and pleased with his wife, near whom he took 
his seat, disposed for a comfortable hour's chat with 
the ladies. Madame Gunilla immediately served up 
for his amusement, the soul in " orbis pictus," and 
Elise prevailed upon her to repeat the story of the pu- 
rification of the boys. The Lagman laughed heartily 
over both, and then kept up the conversation upon the 
story, and contested ground of education. The in- 
sufficiency of rules and methods, for rendering it effi- 
cacious, was universally conceded. 

Evelina laid great stress on the personal qualifica- 
tions of the teacher : " According to the measure in 
which a man develops kindness, wisdom, ability in 
his own person, is usually his success in training 
children to acquire them. 

All, without exception, in the little Committee, gave 
their lively assent to this, and Elise felt herself quite 
refreshed, quite strengthened, by these words, which 
clearly pointed out to her the way to this great end. 
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She now turned the conversation ■udiienlyto Evelina's 
own life, and the fomiation of her diaracter. It was 
known that die had passed through life, following an 
eccentric and independent path, and Elise was now 
anxious to know how she had attained that brightness, 
that happy peace which distinguished her whole cha- 
racter. Evelina blushed, and wished to turn the con- 
versation from herself, as from a subject on which she 
was least willing to speak, probably because she was at 
peace with herself; but when the Lagman, with his 
earnest cordiality, joined Elise, in the wish that Evelina 
would impart to them something of the history of her 
life, she pleasantly consented, observing only, that it 
contained little of what is remarkable, and after she had 
considered for a moment, she began, addressing her 
speech chiefly to Elise, whilst Madame Gunilla knitted 
indue triously, the narrative which we will here note 
down as — 

EVELINA'S HISTORY. 

Have you ever felt, during the sound of some 
charming music, an impulse, an indescribable longing to 
experience in your own life a harmony like that which 
you hear in the sounds of music 7 Then you have felt 
wherein the suffering and — the renewal of my soul 
consisted. 

I was yet a little child, when for the first time I was 
seized by this longing, without understanding it at the 
time. A little concert was given in the house of my 
parents : harp, pianoforte, French horn, clarionet, were 
played by four distinguished performers. When, in 
one part of the symphony, the instruments united in an 
indescribably lovely and gladsome melody, my infant 
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mind was seized with rapture, followed by as deep a 
depression : it seemed to me, as if I comprehended the 
meaning of heaven, and — I burst into tears. Ah ! I 
have since then learned the meaning of these tears ; 
many such, and some of far more painful longings, 
have fallen upon the dull web of my liffe. To what 
shall I compare the picture of my youthful existence : 
all was mistiness, indecision, and misapplication — ^like 
many other characters in domestic life, it resembled a 
dull autumn sky, with its gray, form] ess, mingling clouds : 
it was like those sketchy outlines, without meaning and 
truth ; those shades without harmony, those lights with- 
out brightness, which so distinguish the work of a dab- 
bler from that of the true master. 

My family belonged to the middle class, and we were 
very well satisfied with that noble middle rank ; and 
as we were living on our rental, and had no employ- 
ment, we called ourselves, with self-sufficiency, gen- 
tle people. We displayed a sort of genteel indifference 
towards the haute voice, in civil society, i. e. in words, 
and somtimes in actions ; but privately we were highly 
wounded or flattered by all that befell us from that re- 
gion; and sometimes the conversation in the family 
turned, quite softly and imperceptibly, on a knighthood, 
on the ground of the important services which our 
father might be able to render to his country, in the 
house of Convention, and in the hearts of the young 
girls, a strong desire began to be excited to be called 
Honorable Miss. But further than this mere excite- 
ment it never came. 

The daughters in the house were taught that all the 
splendour and pleasures of this world were only vanity; 
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nothing was important and worthy striving after ex- 
cept virtue and moral worth. Notwithstanding it so hap- 
pened that their most lively interest, and effort, and the 
warmest wishes of their hearts turned to riches, rank, 
and worldly happiness of every kind. The daughters 
were taught that God's will alone, roust be obeyed in all 
things, yet were they led in all things by the fear of 
men. They were taught that beauty was nothing, and 
worth nothing, yet they were often obliged to feel 
painfully, even in the parental house, that they were 
not beautiful. They were taught some sciences and ac- 
complishments, but as they (Heaven forbid !) were by no 
means allowed to become learned women, and therefore 
not to learn any thing thoroughly, it followed, as a 
matter of course, that in many things they had pre- 
tensions to learning, without possessing any thing of 
the true substance, with its power of feeding the mind, 
and commanding respect. They were taught preem- 
inently, and that the more with increasing years, to regard 
marriage as the only aim of their existence, and in con- 
sequence (though not expressly in words, but by an 
indescribable secret influence) to esteem the attentions 
of men as the highest object of desire, yet to deny, at 
the same time, that such were their sentiments. 

We were three sisters. As children we were strictly 
eqjoined to love each other ; but in consequence of 
favouritism on the part of our teachers, and of the praise 
and censure, rewards and punishments, which laid an 
undue weight on much too trifling things, envy and 
bitter feelings early arose between the sisters. It was 
said of me and my elder sister, that we loved each other 
exceedingly, that we could not live without each other ; 
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we were quoted as an example of sisterly affection, and 
as we had this perpetually repeated in our ears, we at 
last learned to believe it ourselves. We were com- 
pared to the carriage-horses of the family, and accus- 
tomed ourselves daily after dinner to sit down on each 
side of our kind father, who then caressed us with 
satisfaction, and called us his carriage-horses. In 
reality, however, we never pulled together at all. My 
sister was naturally more richly endowed than I, and 
gained more favour from all. No human being have 
I ever so envied as I did her, till, in later periods, and 
amidst changes of circumstances, I learned to love her 
sincerely and to rejoice over her advantages. 

We were not very rich and cast a philosophic-com- 
passionate look on those, who were richer than we, 
who lived in greater style, had more splendid equipages, 
and dressed more elegantly. ''What fplly! what 
wretched vanity !'* said we. ** Silly people, who don't 
know better !" We never suspected that our philosophy 
was any ways related to that of the fox before the 
grapes. 

If we thus looked down upon the advantages of the 
mighty, we still more despised the pleasures of the mul- 
titude. (We pretended to be abundantly sufficient to 
ourselves. Alas !) And when any theatrical piece came 
greatly into repute and was crowdedly attended, we 
considered it a kind of honour to be able to say with 
indifference, that we had not seen it yet, and when any 
national feast drew the multitude to Huga or the 
Zoological gardens, it was a matter of course, that our 
Calash — if it went out at all — ^went the road to Sab- 
batsberg, or some other quarter deserted just at that 
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time; and we commended our own philosophy. In 
our hearts, however, we were never sincerely glad about 
it. 

The daughters were introduced into society. The 
parents wished to see them admired and married ; the 
daughters were no less anxious for it ; but they were 
not beautiful, and were dressed very unpretendingly. 
The parents saw but few people in their house, and — 
the daughters were left at balls uninvited to dance, and 
at parties almost unnoticed. However they slipped 
along with the stream from year to year. 

The daughters began to approach to years of matu- 
rity. The parents wished them married ; the former 
naturally did the same, especially as they had enjoyed 
so little happiness at home. And it must be confessed 
that they themselves did little to render it agreeable. 
They were artificial, peevish, discontented. Not one 
of them knew her own duties, or her own wishes. They 
groped about as if in a fog. 

It is a common thing to hear unmmarried females 
say, they are contented with their situation and have 
no wish to be married. In this expression there may 
be more truth than is generally believed, especially 
when the lively feelings of early youth have become 
composed. I have often found it so, and in fact always, 
where the woman has created for herself an indepen- 
dent sphere, or even enjoyed in her agreeable home, 
that liberty, that pure happiness of life, which true 
friendship and real education afford. 

A young lady of my acquaintance made, what may 
justly be called, a grand match, although love played 
but a surbordinate part in it. When some one con- 
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gratulated her on the occasion, she replied quite calm! j, 
*' Oh yes, it is pleasant to have things of one's own." 
People smiled at this somewhat low estimate of what 
was universally considered as a great fortune ; but her 
simple remark contained however a grand and general 
truth. This *' one's own," in the world and sphere of 
action, is what every man unavoidably needs, in order 
to develop his character, and to be able to acquire in- 
dependence and happiness, his own respect and that 
of others. The nun has her own cell, where she may 
prepare herself in peace for that heaven, in which alone 
she is allowed to possess her real home ; but in free 
social life the unmarried woman has often not even a 
little cell, which she can call her own, and she passes 
like a misty cloud through life, and finds no where 
any solid ground to rest her foot upon. Hence often 
arise these marriages, sprung from pure necessity, 
which never ought to have been contracted, or else that 
profound longing for the silent cell of the grave, which 
is felt by so many. 

But it neither needs, nor ought it to be so ; these 
cases are gradually diminishing in our days, in which 
civil society is improving in so many respects, and the 
contemplation of the numbers of fiamilies who struggle 
for a maintenance, of the hosts of unprovided and 
neglected children who spring up in the world, cause 
that much too partial vein in reference to the destina- 
tion of woman gradually to be changed, and more en- 
larged spheres open to her. 

But I return to the firot and com of my own history. 
One feature of it I must yet mention. When young 
women of our acquaintance had formed marriages with 
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men, who in rank and fortune stood rather beneath than 
above them, we thought it exceedingly wise and re- 
spectable ; but when a man, whose circumstances and 
position were equal to ours, was looking about in our 
house for a wife, we deemed it very great presumption, 
and treated the presuniptious one accordingly. We 
had directed our own views in secret to more genteel 
and wealthier matches, which parties again directed 
their views to richer and more genteel alliances than 
such as we. (N.B. This looking out for good matches 
is a very common practice in the world both with ladies 
and gentlemen, although he who should be knave 
enough to confess it would be despised both by those 
who are match seekers and those who are not.) 

Meantime a spirit had developed itself within me, 
which with energetic powers awakened me to a con- 
sciousness of the darkness to a feeling of the fettering 
contradictions in which I had lived, and to the most 
vehement desires to liberate myself from them. Still I 
did not rightly comprehend the point to which my 
restless mind was tending ; but on the contemplation of 
noble works of art, the problem of my inward state often 
seemed about to be solved. When I contemplated the 
antique Vestal, how she stood so calmly, so secure, and 
yet so mild, so quiet and serene in self-composure. I 
traced in her that life which I panted and sought for, 
and I shed tears of melancholy longing. 

Long tormented by vexatious circumstances — all of 
which I have not mentioned here — but which I met with 
in my own family, I commenced by increasing years to 
come into a position in the world, which to a mind like 
mine was particularly dangerous. 
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We have heard of the daughters in the fiEuuily of 
Hausgiebel who grew old yawning over the spindle 
and loom ; but it is better to grow old in this way ; yes, 
a thousand times better to get grey-headed by the 
spindle, and the ashes of the kitchen-hearth, than with 
artificial flowers (oh, how artificial !) in the hair, to grow 
old upon the benches of the ball-room, or in fashionable 
parties, trying to smile at a world, which no longer 
smiles at us. This was the case with me. 

There are gentle unassuming characters, who quietly 
yielding to the bonds they are unable to break, move 
from one year to another in circles of social life with- 
out any other object than to fill a place, to adorn or 
disfigure a wall. Peace to those passive beings ! There 
are cheerful, fresh, ever youthful natures, who up to 
their latest age, and amidst all circumstances, bring 
cheerfulness and fresh life with them into the circles 
in which they move. These belong to social life, and 
are its blessing. Many — and well it is that it is so — 
many such there are. Mine was neither the cheerful, 
the lively, nor, indeed, the passive, unassuming kind. 
Therefore I began to hate society, which became more 
and more tiresome to me ; but I was driven into it not- 
withstanding by the disquietude and discomfort which 
I experienced at home. I was a labourer who had to 
conceal the love of industry, and hide the talent in the 
earth I Thus the rules of habit and custom would 
have it 

The flower affords men fragrance and enjoyment ; it 
nourishes the insect with ite honey ; the dew-drop af- 
fords strength to the leaf on which it falls. In the 
circumstances in which I lived, I was less than the 
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flower, than the dew-drop ; a being with power, endowed 
with an immortal soul. But in due season I awoke to 
the consciousness of my situation. I say in " due 
season," for there is always a time, when it is too late. 
There is a time, when, under the weight of long, tedi- 
ous years, man's soul likewise has grown as it were 
wearied, and lacks the desire to raise itself from the 
mire into which it has sunken. 

I felt that I was growing worse ; I felt clearly, how 
by the unemployed and unprofitable life which I led, 
day after day fresh tares were springing up upon the 
fallow-field of the soul. Curiosity, love of gossip, dis- 
position for mischief and for scandal, and an increasing 
capriciousness began to take possession of a soul, on 
which nature had bestowed too superabounding a power 
of activity, ever to permit it, like so many others, to 
vegetate in innocence through a passive life. Ah! 
when one lives without an object, when one is out of 
the way of practical usefulness, which gives employ- 
ment and strength to the spirit, when no noble effort, 
no sweet friendship, no charm in daily life causes one 
— at least point after point — to feel pleasure in living; 
— then disquietude rages restlessly and fiercely around 
the breast and undermines healdi, temper, kindness, 
yes, peace of conscience, and conjures up all the 
spirits of hell. Thus the corroding rust destroys the 
bright steel, and changes the figures once truly reflected 
in it into deformed images. 

I once read in a book those words of Stefien, that 
prolific thinker : ** He who has no employment to which 
to devote himself with faithful zeal, he who does not 
love that employment as dearly as he loves himself and 
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. Others, has not found the sure foundation, on which 
even true Christianity can bring forth fruit. Such an 
occupation is elevated to become a quiet temple, in 
which the Saviour pours out his blessing in every hour 
of trouble ; it unites us to all other men, so that we 
sympathise with their feelings, so that all we do or 
avoid is for their benefit ; it teaches us properly to 
justly estimate both our own circumscribed position, 
and the worth of others, and is the true, quiet, and 
fruit-bearing foundation of active Christianity." 

These words came like a breath upon glowing sparks. 
A light was kindled in my soul, and now I knew what 
I wanted and what I was to do. After I had well 
pondered this over in my own mind, i spoke to my 
parents and opened to them my whole heart They 
were astonished ; they resisted ; they begged me to 
re-consider the matter. I had foreseen this ; but when 
I quietly and firmly adhered to my wish, they surprised 
me by their kindness. 

I was very fond of children, and my plan was this ; 
of commencing housekeeping for myself, and of 
undertaking some work or employment, which might 
gradually enable me to receive one or two into the 
house, whom I would provide for, educate, and cherish 
as if they were my own. It is true I felt that I failed 
in many of those qualities, which constitute the perfect 
governess ; but I hoped that the fresh fountain of acti- 
vity would as it were regenerate my whole character. 
My good desires, my love for the children, w6uld, I 
thought, assist me in becoming a kind guide to them. 
And as I could not become a wife, I should at any rate 
enjoy the blessings of a mother. — 
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" But why could you not ? Why would you not V* 
interrupted Elise, warmly. 

Evelina replied smiling : " It is said, that you have 
had to choose out of many worshippers; you can have 
no idea of a case, in which no choice at all has heen 
afforded. But so it really was with me. Do not look 
at me so astonished ; do not look at me as if I had 
committed treason ! — The truth is this, that I really 
never had an opportunity of saying Yes, or No, to any 
suitor. With my sisters, who were far more agreeable 
and attractive than I, the case was different." 

However I return to the moment, when I turned my 
life from its common-place path ; but Heaven be praised 
I did it not with force, not in discord, but with the 
blessing of those who had given me a life, for which 1 
then for the first time could bless them. 

Touched by my state of mind, by the sincere and good 
purpose which they perceived in me, my parents de- 
termined to spend, upon my desired establishment, the 
sum which they had settled for my dowry, in case I had 
married. Yes, their kindness and that of my sisters, 
took pleasure in arranging every thing for me in the 
best and most comfortable manner, and when I left my 
parental roof to move into my new home, I went with 
tears of sincere pain. I had, however, too clearly 
searched into my character, marked my future plans, 
to be able to hesitate. 

It was a day in the month of April — my thirtieth 
birthday — when accompanied by my family, I took 
possession of my new, small, but neat dwelling. Two 
little father and motherless girls, not exactly poor, ac- 
compaaied roe into my new habitation. They were to 
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become my children, and I their mother. The first 
morning on whicli I awoke in my new abode was one 
I shall never forget This very moment yet, I feel as 
if I saw how it dawned into the room, how all objects 
there gradually presented themselves to my view, 
(as it seemed to me) with unusual distinctness. From 
the church, situate close by, rose the morning hymn, 
with its lovely serious harmony which tune the soul to 
peace. I rose up early ; I had to provide for the house 
and children. I was happy solemnly disposed ; a sweet 
emotion penetrated me like a refreshing breeze of 
spring. Spring itself breathed abroad. I saw the 
snow melting and falling in glittering drops from the 
roofs ; never yet had I seen them shine so clearly. I 
saw the sparrows sitting on the chimney tops, and 
chirping salute the morning-sun. I saw the people 
abroad cheerfully going about their business. I saw 
the milk< woman go from door to door, and she appeared 
to me gayer than ever I had seen any milk- woman, 
and the milk seemed whiter and thicker than usual. I 
fancied as if I saw the world for the first time. I found 
myself changed too, when 1 beheld myself in the glass ; 
my eyes seemed to have become larger to me, my 
general appearance improved, and more dignified. In 
the room adjoining, the children were awaking, the 
little immortals, whom I was to lead to eternal life. 
Yes, that morning was lovely I In it the world, and at 
the same time my own world within cleared up to me, 
and I received self-importance and respect. 

The active, yet quiet life, which I led from that day 
forth, suited me perfectly. Since tliat moment I 
arrived at continually increasing, and still happier 
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harmony witk myself. The day was often laborious, 
but so much the sweeter was then the rest of the even- 
ing; and the thoughts of a usefully employed day were 
refreshing to my soul. The children caused me many 
an anxiety, many a trouble, but they also gave interest 
to my life and happiness to my heart, whilst in plea- 
sure and distress, in joy and grief they became dearer 
and more precious to me. I do not believe that one's 
own children could have been dearer to a mother than 
<ny Carina and Laura now are to me. In this new 
situation I likewise became a better daughter, a more 
tender sister than I had been hitherto ; and I could 
now rejoice the old age of my parents better than if I 
had remained an inactive and useless person in their 
house. Now only did I derive real profit from the 
better part of my education. Amidst fresh activity, and 
with a definite object of life, my character gradually 
lost its vanity and falsity. 4nd the knowledge which 
I had received, the truth which I had experienced, be- 
came fruitful in heart and deed, since I myself, so to 
speak, had taken root in life." 

Evelina was silent All had listened to her with 
interest and sympathy, but no one so much as the 
Lagman. A new picture of life had risen before his 
view, and sincere interest were expressed in his manly 
features. He suffered by this picture of a world so 
straitened, in a condition so depressing and obscure ; 
and already his thoughts were occupied with plans, for 
putting-up doors, opening windows in this forlorn dis- 
trict, and liberating life from its oppression and 
thraldom. 

** Ab yes ! " said Madame Gunilla, sighing quietly. 
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*' it is true the path of every one is difficult here in the 
world ; but if we only walk in it in the fear and admo- 
nition of the Lord, every one will nevertheless have a 
home at last. Our merciful God helps us all 1 " And 
Madame Gunilla took a good pinch of snulf. 

" Don't forget the " orbis pictus I " she shouted to 
Elise, when the latter was preparing to go with her 
husband, " don't forget it, and let the children improve 
themselves, that they may know exactly what the soul 
looks like. Ha, ha, ha l" 



THE ORPHAN OIRL. 

The day was approaching to evening^. Ernst and 
Elise, were sitting near a window of the drawing-room ; 
mutual communications received with mutual interest 
had made the husband and wife feel joy in each other, 
and peace in life. Now they were silent ; but a presenti- 
ment like sweet harmony tilled the minds of both, that 
in future they would become more and more happy in 
each other, and brightened up their countenances. 
Meanwhile the twilight began to deepen, a soft rain 
pattered against the window. From the hall was heard 
the sonorous voice of the Candidate, who related stories 
to the children, inten'upted sometimes by their ques- 
tions and exclamations. The peaceful feelings of home 
came over the heart of the father of the family ; lovingly 
he took the hand of his wife between his and looked 
happily in her sweet face, whilst they pleasantly de- 
vised little arrangements in the house. In the midst 
of this a cloud suddenly passed over the countenance 
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of the Lagman, and tears started in his eyes. ** What 
is it Ernst?" inquired his wife with tender disquietude 
whilst wiping away his tears with her hand. " Nothing 
else," replied he, " than that I believe we are happy ; I 
see you, I hear our children outside so happy, and I am 
constrained to think of that unfortunate child op- 
posite us, which is being corrupted in that wretched 
house I" 

"Ah, yes!" sighed Elise. "God help all the un- 
fortunate little ones upon earth !" 

Both looked involuntarily towards the nearest win- 
dow of the before mentioned house. There was some- 
thing moving at the window ; a woman got up upon 
the window-sill ; a dark child's head peeped forth at 
her feet, but was pushed away, and a great white 
blind rolled quickly down which concealed everything 
within. 

" He is dead 1" said the anxious couple at the same 
time, and looked at one another. 

The Lagman forthwith sent over to know the real 
state of the case. The messenger returned with the 
reply that Mr. N. had died a few hours ago. 

Light was now introduced behind the curtain, and 
they seemed to be busily flying about the room. The 
Lagman paced up and down the room in apparent ex- 
citement, " poor child ! poor little girl ! what is to 
become of her ? poor child !" said he repeatedly, Elise 
read her husband's thoughts. For a considerable time 
past, she had, agreeably to the wish which she had 
anticipated in his heart, familiarised herself with a 
thought, which seemed however at this moment not so 
very ready to pass from her lips. At length she sup- 
pressed a sigh, and said : — 
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" Ernst ! the pot which is boiling for six girls, will 
I dare say boil for seven 1" 

** Do you think so V* exclaimed he gladly, and his 
eyes glistened. He tenderly embraced his wife, sat 
down at her side and asked : " Bat have you tried your 
strength ? upon you the heaviest part of this adoption 
will rest. However if you feel courage for it — ^you will 
fulfil the wish of my heart!** 

** Ernst ! my strength is weakness,*' said Elise, sup- 
pressing a tear, ** and no one knows this better than 
you ; but my will is good ; — I will take pains — and you 
will support me I" 

"Yes! we will help each other!*' exclaimed the 
Lagman, springing up cheerfully. ''Thanks, dear 
Elise !" continued he, kissing her hand tenderly. "Shall 
I fetch the child directly ? But perhaps it will not be 
willing to follow me !" 

" ShaU I go with you ?" 

** You ? but it is getting dark, it is raining !" 

** We can take an umbrella, to be sure. Besides, I 
shall throw my cloak round me, and be ready in a 
minute !" 

Elise went to prepare herself, and the Lagman went 
with her to assist her ; he folded the cloak round her, 
and paid a thousand little endearing attentions. After 
Elise had made several arrangements with Brigitta, 
the happy pair repaired together to the house, whilst 
the children, dreadfully curious and surprised, put 
their little heads together. 

After the couple had gone across the street in wind 
and rain, and ascended the stairs, they at length came 
to the room, which Mr. N. had occupied. The door 
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«tood upon the latch, a dim ligfht was burning within 
about to expire, and cast an indistinct and trembling 
reflection over the objects it contained. Nothing living 
was seen in the room, which looked desolate, and one 
might have said plundered, so naked was it. The dead 
man lay forsaken upon his couch, and about him there 
appeared none of those comforts which lighten the last 
struggle of the dying. A cloth covered his face. The 
Lagman walked up and gently lifted it, contemplated 
for a moment, in silence, the ghastly features, felt for 
the pulse on the pallid hand, and then quietly covered 
bim up again. When he turned again to Elise, he was 
pale. 

" Where shall we find the child V* said he hastily. 
They looked round searchingly. A black shade with a 
human form appeared to move in one corner of the 
room. It was the orphan-grown girl, who like a night- 
bird was sitting there, clinging closely to the wall. 
Elise went nearer, and wished to take up the child in 
her arms, when suddenly the little arm lifted itself up 
and tried to strike her. Elise drew herself back in 
consternation ; but after a moment she again approach- 
ed, speaking kind words to the savage girl. The latter 
again made an angry gesture, but her hands were sud- 
denly fettered by a strong, manly hand, and a look so 
earnest and determined was fixed on her, that she 
trembled under it, and submitted to the power of the 
stronger. The Lagman lifted her up and took her 
upon his knee. Her whole body trembled. ** Don't 
be afraid of us," said Elise, coaxing, " we are your 
kind friends. If you will come with me this evening 
to my little children, you shall have fresh milk and 
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wheat bread* with them, and then sleep in a little bed! 
with pink curtains." The white milk, the pink cur- 
tains, and Elise's soft voice, seemed to operate upon the 
mind of the child. 

" I should like <o go with you," said she, "but what 
will my father say, when he wakes up ?" 

" He will be satisfied !" said Elise, whilst wrapping 
a warm shawl round the child. 

In the same instant a noise was heard on the stairs. 
Little Sara uttered a weak cry of alarm, and began to 
tremble anew. Mr. N.'s housekeeper entered, accom- 
panied by two lads ; the Lagman informed her of his 
determination to take Sara, as well as the affairs of her 
father, into his protection. At these last words, the 
woman began to be noisy, and to pour forth oaths, 
which the Lagman was obliged to silence by serious 
threats. He then dispatched one of the lads to the 
landlord of the house. And after he had deliberated 
with him on the measures of security, which were to be- 
taken, in order to the safe keeping of the possible be- 
quests of the deceased, he took little Sara upon his 
arm, wrapped her up well in his cloak, and went away 
with his wife. 

In the meantime a most indescribable curiosity pre- 
vailed among the little Franks. Elise had told them 
on going away, that she would probably return with 
another sister for them ; and it is not to be told what 
commotion these words caused amongst the little flock, 
nor all the conjectures and surmises that passed be- 
tween them. The Candidate could not satisfy the in- 

♦ Rye breacl b«ing the common bread of the country. 
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quines with which he was assailed ; but in order to 
tranquillise a little the fermenting restlessness of the 
Tjrowd, he let the children jump crows along the rooms, 
and placed himself at the head of the train. A score 
of veritable crows would not have fluttered up as did 
the above mentioned flock, when the hall door opened, 
and the Lagman entered with his wife. Petrea looked 
curious in the highest degree when the Lagman opened 
his wide cloak, and set down something very softly, 
which Petrea at first took with fright for a chimney- 
sweeper, but which on more close examination ap- 
peared to be a very delicate thin little girl of nine 
years of age, with black hair, dark complexion, and a pair 
of very large black eyes, which regarded with an almost 
threatening expression the white and light-curled little 
ones, who were ctowding up to her with astonishment, 

" There is another sister for you," said the father, 
whilst he led the children to each other. "Sara, 
there are your brother and sisters. Now, be very fond 
of each other, and behave well together, my children l" 

The children looked at each other somewhat sur- 
prised; but Henric and Louisa took the little stranger 
protectingly by the hand, and soon all were contend- 
ing with each other to bid her welcome. 

The children's supper was served up ; lights were 
brought in ; the scene was a cheerful one, and many 
were the offerings brought to the new comer. Little 
Louisa came forth with two pieces of cake above a 
year old, and a box for further preservation of the 
treasure, if required. 

Henric presented her with a red trumpet, and 
generously accompanied it with instructions in the art of 
blowing it. 
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Eva bestowed her doll Josephine, in her new, red- 
gauze dress. 

Leonora lighted her green and red wax taper before 
the dark-eyed Sara. 

Petrea .... alas ! Petrea also wished so heartily to 
give her something. She hunted all over her hiding 
places ; but alas, they contained only the ruins of 
perished treasures. Here a doll without arms, here a 
table with only three legs, here two halves of a bon- 
bon, here a dog without head and tail. All Petrea's 
toys were, in consequence of the experiments which 
she was wont to make on them, in a dilapidated state, 
and the gingerbread heart, with which she generally 
attracted Gabriele to her, happened this very day, in 
an unfortunate moment of temptation, to have marched 
down Petrea's throat. Petrea, in fact, possessed no- 
thing whatever suitable for a fitting present. She per- 
ceived this, sighing ; her heart was oppressed, and tears 
already began to glide down over her nose, when she 
was comforted by a sudden thought which flashed upon 
her mind. The girl at the rose-bush I This jewel she 
still possessed ; it was still unspoiled in glass and frame, 
suspended with a blue rosette over her bed. Petrea 
wavered but for one moment, in the next she had climbed 
up to her little bed and taken down the picture ; and 
now she quickly ran iu with beaming eyes and glowing 
cheeks to the rest, in order to give away the dearest 
treasure she possessed, and she now solemnly declared 
Sara theowner of the maid at the rose-bush. 

** Little Africa*' manifested tolerable indifference for 
the offerings of the little Europeans. She accepted 
them, it is true, but she laid the presents immediately 
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aside without troubling herself any further about them, 
which induced Louisa to propose taking care of them 
for her. 

In the midst of these occurrences the Assessor entered, 
cast a spying look around the room, shewed his white 
teeth, and said to himself : " Yes, all right I could have 
guessed as much ! — Well," added he loudly and peev- 
ishly, whilst heartily shaking the hands of his firiends, 
" so, from what I see, you think you have not enough 
of your own in the house, you must drag in others be- 
sides. How many do you think of hanging about your 
neck? Are you going to find another to-morrow? 
Could not you be contented without the full half-a- 
dozen of girls ? And what is to be the end of all this ? 
By and bye there will be no getting into the house for 
the children. You have such abundance of money and 
property, I suppose, that you must waste it on others. 
Well, I wish you success ! Success to you !" 

The Lagman and his wife replied to the growling re- 
marks of their friend merely with a smile, and with 
the request that he would stay with them the rest of 
the evening. But he said he had no time, and went 
away after he had taken some fine pears out of his 
pocket, and laid them upon the plates of the children 
under the table-napkins. Each of the napkins had 
its own mark, and Sara had received a gold colour 
ribbon. Under the pear upon the plate a bank note 
was found of considerable value. It was a donation 
of Assessor Munter to the fatherless ; but never from 
that time would he confess to it. Such was his manner. 

When the mother took Sara by the hand to put her 
to bed, Petrea had the indescribable joy to see how 
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Sara of all the little presents, only took the maid at 
the rose-bush with her, which she seemed to contem- 
plate with pleasure. In the pleasant sleeping apart- 
ment within, Sara was seized with violent grief. Tears 
gushed from her eyes, and she called aloud for her 
father. Elise held her quietly in her arms, and suffered 
her fully to give vent to her tears, leaning on her breast. 
She then undressed her gently ; and when Elise carried 
the weary child to her bed, she had the satisfaction to 
feel how Sara's arms were affectionately thrown round 
her neck. The maid at the rose-bush hung over Sara's 
bed ; but upon the snow-white couch there seemed to 
be no rest for poor " little Africa." Her dark eyes 
wandered wildly about the roomj and her hands fastened 
themselves convulsively on Elise's white dress. " Don't 
go away !" whispered she, "or else they'll come and 
kill me !" Elise now took the girl's hands between 
hers, and repeated sweetly a simple and pious infant's 
prayer, which she had taught to all her children. 
Sara repeated the words ; and although she did it 
mechanically, she nevertheless appeared to become a 
little more composed by it : but as still frequent sobs con- 
vulsed her body, and she still continued to hold fast 
Elise's dress ; Elise quietly sat down at her bed side, 
and on the calls of the other little ones : " Mother, sing 
us the song of the dove ! ah, the song of the dove !" 
The mother with a lovely and soft voice sung the little 
song» which she herself had composed for the children : 

«♦ A dove sat on the lily's stalk, 

So white and fair ; 
And listen'd as kindly as Jesus himself 

To the children's prayer. 
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Her pinions then she gladly spread, 

And to Heaven's height, 
With the children's prayer, she lightly sprang 

On her upward flight. 

To the babes she soon retum'd again, 

And on her fair wing. 
From their Father in Heaven, who heard their pray'r, 

A blessing did bring. 

Then children lift your pious prayer 

To the Father above ; — 
On the lily stalk sits, with list'ning ear, 

The Heavenly dove." 

During the singing, the dove of peace descended 
upon the souls of the children. Pleasant images arose 
in Sara's mind. The maid at the rose-bush and Elise 
singing, seemed one to her : the roses shed forth sweet 
odours, and whilst Sara's dark long eye-lashes were 
gradually approaching nearer to her cheek, she fancied 
as if a white lovely singing bird was spreading out his 
wings, caressingly and peacefully, over her breast. 
Gradually the little hand opened and let go her hold 
of the dress, which she held fast, her tear-bedewed 
eyes closed, and the sweetness of repose descended 
upon the fatherless and motherless girl. 

Elise rose up softly, and went to the beds of the other 
children. The dove upon the lily-stalk, had hushed 
them also to sleep, and after the mother had touched 
their cheeks with her lips, talked with Brigitta of the 
stranger, and received from the good natured old wo- 
man, who was so fond of children, the most satisfactory 
assurance, she ran down quickly to her husband. 

He listened with eagerness to her account of Sara. 
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This new member of his family, this addition to his 
cares, appeared to have enlarged and invigorated his 
soul. His eyes glistened with a tender emotion, whilst 
he spoke to Elise of the children's future prospects and 
welfare. Evelina's history, which was still fresh in his 
and Elise's memory, seeemed as if to help him on to 
trace out quite a new picture of life for his family and 
his children. 

« We will bring up our children not for our own 
gratification only, but for their own happiness,'' said 
he with warmth. **■ We shall find out, I feel assured, 
the best road leading to it for each and every one of 
our children ; only let us gain their entire confidence, 
and preserve it. And should any harshness, any aus- 
terity in my natural temper, repel them, then you must 
help, Elise ; let their private sorrows and wishes reach 
me through the medium of your kindness." 

" Yes, to whom else indeed should I go ?" said Elise, 
cordially. ** You are my support, my best strength in 
life. Without you how weak should I not be 7" 

" And without you my strength would have become 
austerity. Nature has given me a despotic temper 
I had, and still have great difficulty to conquer it. But 
with the help of God I shall succeed. My Elise, let 
us go on striving to improve ourselves ! For the child- 
ren's sake, for the sake of their happiness, let our best 
efforts be directed to our own improvement." 

" Yes, let us do so Ernst ! May the peace around 
them early inspire their hearts with the spirit of peace." 

" We will make them happy !" the father again be- 
gan with increasing warmth. ** With the help of God, 
not one of them shall wander in moral destitution or 
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infirmity, through life. My darling little girls! no 
half-formed characters shall be yours. No illusions shall 
blind your eyes to the real riches of life. No noble 
desires shall ye feel, which shall not be satisfied. Ah I 
life surely is rich enough to satisfy all the birds of 
heaven, and no one need be neglected upon earth. 
Your innocent life shall be full of power and joy ; ye 
shall learn to know the reality of life, and it will bring 
a blessing on every day, an interest to every moment, im- 
portance to every employment ; it will give you peace 
and self-dependence, in sorrow and joy, in life and 
death." 

Whilst Elise was listening attentively to these words, 
she had a feeling, as if a fresh breeze was wafted 
through her soul. Nothing seemed any longer difficult 
to her. All the toils of life became easy to her in con- 
sideration of the glorious end. And whilst thinking 
of the manly, the warm heart, which thus beat for her, 
and the children's welfare, Elise felt with proud 
joy, that she was able to look up to her husband, and 
a feeling of humility, at the same time, crept into her 
heart She bent over his hand and kissed it ardently. 

The Lagman did not like this, for he, like every 
true, manly, and energetic husband, was more pleased 
with paying homage to his wife, than, at least with out- 
ward gestures, to receive homage from her. He there- 
fore withdrew his hand with some expression of dis- 
satisfaction. 

" Why may I not be allowed to kiss your hand," 
enquired Elise, " if it affords me pleasure?" 

" Because it does not please me, and I will not 
let you do it again !" 
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"Well, well, dear friend, you need not make it a 
point of such strict prohibition to me. Perhaps I may 
never again be disposed to do it." 

** So much the better !" 

"Perhaps not But let us now betake ourselves 
to rest." 



d by Google 



149 



SECOND DIVISION. 



THE NEW HOUSE. 

" Farewell, Oh, house of my childhood. Farewell, ye 
walls, unconscious witnesses of my first tears, and my 
first smiles, my first steps, and my first falls on the 
slippery path of life, my first acquaintance with water- 
gruel, and ABC! Thou corner, in which I once 
stood with hardly-learned lessons ; and thou, in which 
I, in vain, endeavoured to tame the most thankless of all 
creatures, a fly, or a caterpillar ; ye floors, which have 
supported me in my sports and contentions with my 
heloved brother and sisters ; ye carpets, which I have 
torn in my search after imaginary treasures ; theatre of 
my battles with decanters and glasses ; of all my various 
exploits — [ bid you a long farewell, and enter upon 
new scenes in which to find new adventures, and meet 
new fortunes ! " 

So spoke Petrea Frank, whilst with many gestures 
she took a tragi-comic farewell of the house, which she 
and her family were now on the point of leaving. 

It was a pleasant day in the middle of the month of 
April. A black silk cloak, known by the appellation 
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of " the court chaplain/' a kind of general property 
in the family of Frank; and a large red umbrella, *' the 
family roof," also a general property, were on this day 
seen in a constant promenade in the streets of the town 
of X. What the import of these promenades was, one 
might nearly guess, when one saw in their company a 
tall, fair, blue-eyed servant-maid, and a little, dark- 
eyed, active man-servant, who were carrying band- 
boxes, baskets, parcels, etc.. About twilight, Jeremias 
Munter's tall meagre form was seen holding the '* family 
roof ' ' over Petrea Frank and himself. Fetrea appeared 
to be carrying something under her cloak, she was 
laughing and talking, and she and the Assessor 
appeared quite pleased with each other. But alas! 
this pleasure did not last long. Upon the steps before 
the house door, Fetrea accidently trod upon her boot* 
lace, stumbled and fell, and a great paper of sweet- 
meats came suddenly out from underneath the cloak, 
and almond -cakes, lozenges and ice-fruits rolled in all 
directions. Even in the midst of the fright and the 
confusion of the first moment, it was with difficulty that 
Petrea could repress a loud laugh, when she beheld the 
consternation of the Assessor, and the leaps which he 
made as the sweet-meats hopped from the steps into the 
gutter. It was the Assessdi's own contribution to the cele- 
bration of the day, which had tumbled so unfortunately. 
** Yes, if there were no women, one might do some- 
thing here in the world. But now they must come and 
assist, and then things are sure to be turned upside 
down. Only ' let me do it, let me only take care of it,' 
say they. And then they take care of, and manage 
things so, that .... Did one ever see anything so 
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awkward? To fall over her boot -lace! But women never 
do anything orderly. And yet such persons sometimes 
even are chosen to govern kingdoms? Govern kingdoms! 
I want no more of them, than that they should govern 
their feet, and tie their boot-laces and shoe-strings. 
But from the queen to the servant-girl, there is not 
a woman in the world who can tie her shoe-strings ! " 

This was Jeremias Munter's philippic as he went 
with Petrea into the room, and surveyed what remained 
of the sweet-meats after the sad shipwreck. Petrea's 
excuses and her entreaties for forgiveness could not 
appease his anger. It is to be confessed, that an unfor- 
tunate desire to laugh, which had taken possession of 
Petrea, gave to her sorrow on the occasion, but a dubi- 
ous appearance. His displeasure, however, was quite 
sincere, and when Eva came and said to the Assessor, 
in an in treating, coaxing tone : '* Be no more angry, 
dear uncle ! poor Petrea is in such trouble, and has 
besides hurt her knee with the fall ! " The Assessor 
then said. In an evidently altered tone : 

** Has she indeed ? Well, why are people so help- 
less as to stumble and fall so, that one , . , , " 

" One can get some more sweet-meats ! " 

" Can one ! Do they grow on trees ? How ? Is 
one to throw away one's money for sweet-meats, to see 
them all lying in the street? A pretty economy! 
Much obliged!" 

•* But, pray say a word of comfort to Petrea ! " 

*' A word of comfort ? I shall say to her, that she 
must be so good as to learn to tie her shoes another 
time." 

** Yes, I will go for some more sweet -meats; but 
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only for your sake, little Miss Eva. Yes, yes, I say. 
1 will go ; I could dance too, if it were only for ... - 
But how it rains ! Lend me the family roof. I can 
make use of that cloak there too. Now what is that to 
open your mouth ahout? How? Will the people 
stare at me ? With all my heart, if that will please 
them. They may even laugh at me ; I shall find my- 
self none the worse tor it. Health and comfort before 
all things; and one coat's as good as another." 

The young maidens laughingly threw the "court 
chaplain," over the shoulders of the Assessor, which 
did not reach to his knees, and so with long strides he 
withdrew. 

The family was on this day assembled together in a 
new house. Lagman Frank had bought it, together 
with a little garden, for his own lifetime, and that of his 
wife, and for two years he had been cleaning up, build- 
ing walls, repairing and putting things in order, had 
walled up some doors, and opened out others, until he 
had made everything as comfortable and agreeable as 
he wished. His wife had abandoned all this with full 
confidence to his good judgment, pleased for her part 
to be freed from hearing the noise of bricklayers and 
carpenters, from scrambling among saw-dust, under 
scaifolding, and over mortar troughs, etc. ; the Lagman 
had on the other hand resigned the selection of carpets 
and other ornaments, to her own choice, and that of her 
daughters. 

He was now going in great delight with his wife 
from one story to another, from one room into another, 
and rejoiced in the comfortable roomy and agreeable 
habitation, and almost still more at the lively satisfac- 
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tion which Elise showed with his work. She was 
obliged to inspect the whole house from the cellar to 
the attic, even to the wash-house, wood-loft, etc. 

We will not weary the reader by taking him with us 
on the entire survey, but we will now introduce him to 
a few of the rooms which the family will chiefly occupy ; 
"we will pass through the saloon and antechamber 
without remark, they were pretty but ordinary rooms ; 
but the apartment which the Lagman had contrived 
with particular satisfaction, which was destined for the 
daily assembling of the family, deserves a more circum- 
stantial notice. It was the library, a long and very 
cheerful room, with three windows on one side, which 
looked into a great market-place. Louisa was parti- 
cularly pleased with it on this account — one could on 
market days see what there was to purchase for the 
family, and directly opposite stood the church, with its 
pretty churchyard planted with trees, a prospect which 
pleased Elise exceedingly. The wall opposite the 
window was devoted to ranges of books, which stood on 
their shelves in several partitions, each contained the 
literature of a particulai* country. In niches which 
were placed at the divisions between each of these 
shelves, there stood on simple but elegant pedestals, 
the busts of ditsinguished men who had rendered 
themselves great in peaceful usefulness, and the Lag- 
man remarked that they stood there, not because they 
divided nations, but because they united them. The 
Lagman's library was certainly select, it had been, and 
still was, one of the great enjoyments of his life, to in- 
crease constantly this collection. It was now, for the 
first time, arranged and displayed together in one place. 
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and he rejoiced at the acquisition of this treasure, and 
told his daughters to help themselves fireely to it, only 
with this restriction, that they should return every 
book into its proper place. Louisa was appointed 
to the post of librarian, and Petrea to that of secretary. 
Mother and daughters were pleased with this room in 
the highest degree, and were arranging where the work- 
table, flower-stand, and bird-cage should stand, and 
behold all fitted excellently. At one end of the apart- 
ment stood the green sofa, intended for the mother, and 
at the opposite side, the pianoforte, the harp, — Sara's 
favourite instrument — and a guitar, the strings of which 
Eva touched, as she sang : " mamma mia," 

An agreeable surprise awaited Elise, as the Lag^man 
conducted her through a baize door, from the library 
into a cabinet, the window of which had the same pros- 
pect as that of the library, devoted solely and exclu- 
sively to be her own retreat. The mother saw with 
pleasure that the elegant arrangements of this room 
was the work of her daughters. Her writing-desk stood 
at the window, a few pretty pictures, and some choice 
groups of porcelain decorated the room, Elise saw with 
feelings of thankful joy, that all her little tastes and 
fancies were observed, and indulged by her husband 
and children. 

A little baize door on another side, led Elise into 
the bed-room, and the Lagman remarked to her how 
easily the doors moved, and how easily she could slip 
away to either retreat at her pleasure. 

Next to this apartment, nothing afforded Elise 
gn^ater pleasure than the bathing-room, which the 
Lagman had made particularly comfortable and agree- 
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able. And he now eagerly turned the polished taps, 
in order to shew her through which Uie warm, and 
through which the cold water flowed. Here, through 
the convenience and comfort of the whole arrangement, 
the celebration of the bathing-day— which was in its 
own way kept in that house almost as scrupulously as 
the Sunday — ^received a double charm. The room 
adjoining, destined for dressing after bathing, was 
bonny old Brigitta's sitting room. Here she and the 
great wardrobe were to grow old together. Here her 
clock ticked ; here her cat purred ; here her geraniums 
and balsams bloomed, the bible and the psalm-book 
between them. 

The three cheerful pleasant rooms of the daughters, 
were in the upper story, and were simply, but elegantly 
furnished. 

" Here they will feel themselves at home,'' said the 
Lagman, as he looked round with beaming eyes. ** Do 
you not think so, Elise ? We will make the house so 
pleasant to our children, that they will not wish to 
leave it without really important and sufficient grounds. 
No disquietude, no discontent with their home, and its 
own little world, shall drive them away from their 
parents' root Here may they have comfort and repose, 
and be able to be alone. That is a great point; 
moments of seclusion are necessary to every one to 
commune with, and to understand themselves, and that 
to young women as well as to any one else." 

The mother gave a full and cordial assent. But she 
was at that moment somewhat absent in her thoughts ; 
for she had something of importance te communicate 
to her eldest daughter, and when Louise just then 
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Stepped in, the following lively conversation arose 
between her and her mother, of which the following 
reached the ear of the Lagman. 

** . , . .and afterwards pancakes ! and, my sweet girl, 
take care that there are six, made thick and nicely 
fried ; yod know ; just as Henric likes them." 

" Should we not have cream and raspberry preserves 
to the pancakes." 

" Yes, if you like ! Jacobi will certainly appreciate 
them !" 

Louisa blushed a little, and the Lagman jestingly 
told her that there should be something else than 
heaven's food for supper, which was also promised. 

Below, in the hail, the Assessor was shaking the 
"family roof" with violence. "The most miserable 
roof in all Christendom! .... protects one from 
neither wind nor rain ! . . . . and as heavy as the ark ! 
and . . . ." But just as his shaking and grumbling 
was at its highest, he heard a bustle. Exclamations, 
and welcomes in every possible tone of kindness and 
joy. Now the " court chaplain" was thrown neck and 
crop over the " family roof," and with great leaps the 
Assessor ran out quickly in order to shake hands with 
the son and friend of the house, who had both just 
arrived from the university. 

Condolences were intermixed with welcomings and 
congratulations. 

" How wet, pale, and starved you are 1" 

" Oh, we have had a splendid shower," said Henric, 
shaking himself, with a side glance at Jacobi, who 
looked most pitiable in his wet costume. " Such 
weather is the very thing for me ! In wind and rain 
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one gets so — I hardly know how ? Do you know, man 
cherr* 

" Marmelade, perfect Marmelade," spoke Jacobi, in an 
extremely pitiable voice ; " what else should one get, 
knocked about on the most detestable cart, in storms 
and showers, so as to be actually melted and dissolved ! 
Oh dear, dear, dear, dear V* 

Henric laughed heartily at the gestures of his travel- 
ling companion, and said : " Oh, in my opinion this is 
just the very weather for making one's self hardy. It 
inspires a proud, an elevated feeling, to sit quite 
straight and quiet amidst this raging of the elements, 
especially if from one's height one looks down upon 
other mortals, who skip about lamenting and frightened 
under their umbrellas. There one sits upon one's 
vehicle as upon a throne ; — yes, one obtains the flatter- 
ing notion of being a little bit of a philosopher. 
Apropos! I found that we got a peep as we were riding 
through the town, by a philosopher walking along in a 
lady's cloak. But how are you all, dear sisters? 
What a time it is since I have seen you !" And he 
squeezed their hands between his cold and wet ones. 

This scene, which occurred in the twilight, was quickly 
put an end to, by the ladies earnestly urging the gen- 
tlemen to betake themselves to their rooms and change 
their clothes. Jacobi in fact had no need of being 
urged, and Louisa found Henric's philosophy less ap- 
plicable on this occasion. She had already taken care 
that a shining bright fire should welcome the travel- 
lers in their cheering pleasant rooms. 

Meantime the ladies established themselves in the 
library ; candles were lighted, tables put in order, and 
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the Lagroan assisted all, and was quite pleased if they 
only wanted his help. The Assessor watched enrap- 
tured to see Eva lay out his sweet-meats upon little 
plates. Petrea was not even allowed to look at them, 
much less to touch them. 

" How comfortable we are here, dear girl \" exclaimed 
the Lagman, heartily delighted, when he saw the 
library tenanted, and arranged in its proper order. 
** Are you comfortable upon that sofa, Elise ? shall I 
bring you a stool to rest your feet upon ? Mo, sit still 
my love 1 What are men for in the world V* 

The Candidate, now (of course,) Magister* Jacobi, 
no longer appeared the same man, who but a short 
time before had stood there in his wet dress ; when an 
hour later, carefully dressed, he entered with his young 
friend into the company of ladies, and his face really 
began to beam with joy at the cheerful sight which 
there met him. 

A closer mutual inspection now ensued. It was 
found that Henric had grown considerably thinner and 
paler. Henric took this as a compliment to his appli- 
cation. Jacobi was also anxious for a compliment on 
himselfjjbut it was unanimously refused to his blooming 
appearance. He assured them he was made brown 
by the wind ; but it was of no avail. Louisa thought 
privately to herself that Jacobi had gained considerably 
in manly appearance, in greater simplicity and decision 
of manner ; he had grown a little more like her father. 
To Louisa her father was still the ideal of manly per- 
fection. 

* A title given to those who have taken the degree of Mas- 
ter of Arts. 
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Little Gabriele blushed very much, and soon crept 
hidingly behind her mother, when her brother addressed 
her thus : — 

** My most gracious princess Turandot ! How does 
your highness find yourrself ? Hasjyour grace no riddle 
at hand to puzzle our poor heads V 

Her little highness looked highly embarrassed, and 
wanted to draw away the little hand, which her brother 
kissed again and i^pain. Gabriele was quite timid at 
the tall student 

Henric had a little tete a tete with each sister, but 
with ' Airica minor' it was somewhat cold and short. 
After this he took his seat by his mother's side, held 
her hand in his, and a general and lively conversation 
arose. Eva handed the sweet-meats round. 

" But, what is the matter now ?" cried Henric sud- 
denly. " What is the reason our sisters leave us and 
hold counsel yonder with looks as grave as judges? 
Is the country in danger ? May I not help to deliver 
fatherland ? — I only hope we shall be allowed first to 
dispatch our supper in peace !" added he, in a sort of 
stage ''aside." 

Yes, bupper was the very subject of conversation. 
It was in danger: the pancakes would not succeed. 
Jacobi and Henric proposed to assist, and Louisa could 
not hinder them from rushing down into the kitchen, 
where, to the great amusement of the young ladies, 
and to the tragi-comic desperation of the cook, they 
managed to play the part of cook so badly, that Louisa 
was at length obliged to put an end to the joke, and 
the diversion with burnt pancakes upon the hearth, by 
applying herself to the work. A fresh batter was made 
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under her direction, and behold, now the pancakes 
turned out excellently. Jacobi requested one from 
her own hand as the rewaid for his labour, received it 
graciously, and swallowed the hot donation, with such 
vehement rapture, as must have burnt his inside, had 
not (what we consider most probable) another warmth, 
a certain, well-known spiritual fire counteracted the 
material conflagration, and prevented it from destroying 
him. Who knows whether in all innocence we have 
not been meddling with a touch of Homceopathy ? 
But as no good dish will ever turn out of that, so we 
now leave the kitchen, to transplant ourselves with the 
rest of the family to the supper table, where the light 
pale brown pancakes, thin for the mother and sub- 
stantially thick for Henric, were proved to be of the 
most genuine species, and where the heavenly food 
was devoured with the keenest earthly relish. 

After this the Skal of the travellers was drunk, and 
a little merry air sang, composed by Petrea. The father 
was quite delighted with his Petrea, who, highly en. 
chanted, joined in the song with all her might, altliough 
with a less agreeable voice, which did no violence to 
his unmusical ear. " She outshines all the others !" 
said he, with happy feelings to his wife, who was how- 
ever less enraptured than he with Petrea's musical 
performance. 

Although every one of the company had had a fa- 
tiguing and busy day, the young folks notwithstanding 
began immediately after the meal, as complying with a 
sort of natural law, to stand up for the dance. 

Jacobi, who appeared to be quite struck with Sara's 
appearance, led her into the magic circle of the waltz. 
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** Our little sensible Louisa/' now a stout but very well- 
formed blonde, of eighteen years of age, distinguished 
herself in the dance above all the rest by her fine steps, 
her grraceful although somewhat earnest demeanour. 
Eva was however almost more the object of general 
attraction, for she entered into the dance with heart 
and soul. Gabriele flew about with golden ringlets, 
light as a butterfly. But who was there that did not 
join the dance that evening I Every one became — 
especially through the lively spirits of the first-bom — 
a real enthusiast. Even the Assessor performed to the 
astonishment of all, with Eva for his partner, the most 
difficult and complex Polska* with the utmost success. 

It was midnight before the dance at Elise's sugges- 
tion broke up. But before separating, the Lagman 
requested his wife to sing the little well-known air, 
<* The first evening in the new house." She sang it in 
her simple, feeling manner, and the spirit of peace 
which breathed through this song, penetrated the whole 
company. Even the Lagman's stem eye sparkled with 
pure emotion. A peaceful radiance appeared to rest 
upon the family, and brightened up the countenances 
of all. For it is in the nature of song, like the sun, to 
cast its cheering light on all human conditions, and to 
lend them at least a momentary beauty. ** The spins- 
ter" also, and " the aged man on the way" are led by 
song into the kingdom of beauty, even as they are led 
by the gospel into the kingdom of Heaven. 

On parting, it was agreed upon to have a rendez-vous 
in the garden after breskfasti to see what might be 
made of it. 

* PoiikUi A wild and lively national dance of Stteden. 
L. VOL. I. 

Digitized by Google 



162 THE HOME. 

The father accompanied his daughters to their rooms. 
He wished to see once more how that they were com- 
fortable, and then asked again and again, *' Are you 
satisfied, my girls ? Is this to your mind ? Do you 
wish for any thing else ; if there is any thing you want, 
only speak out plainly." 

And when the daughters, declaring their satisfaction 
clung to him with gratitude and afifection, there was 
not a happier man in the world than Lagman Frank. 

The mother, on the other hand, had taken her " first- 
born " with her into her little cabinet She had not 
yet, of course, had any opportunity of speaking a 
word with him privately. How did she now question 
him about every thing, great and little, that hap- 
pened to him ; and how gladly and fully did he open 
his heart to her ! Then they chatted about the affairs 
of the family, of the new piece of land, of the debt 
thereby incurrted, of the means of gradually paying it 
off, and of the necessity of great frugality in all re- 
spects. Then they spoke of the daughters of the house. 

" Louisa is superb 1" said Henric ; " but her com- 
plexion is a little tanned. Ought she not to use some 
cosmetic ? She would be much handsomer if she had 
only a little more colour, — a clearer complexion. And 
then, she looks a little too solemn. When Jacobi was 
paying her some compliments this evening, oh I what a 
serious look did she give him! I'll tell you what, 
mother, the sisters are too retired. It's that which 
ihakes people so precise. We must find them more 
exercise, more active and lively recreation. And Eva ! 
how she is grown, and how good-tempered and happy 
she looks ! It is a real pleasure to see her ; one might 
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really fall in love with her I But what, in -the name of 
all the world, will be done with Petrea's nose ? Upon 
my word it is getting so large and long, that I foresee 
no end to it. It really is a pity, for she is such a. sweet, 
good-natured, merry creature. And Leonora! how 
ill and depressed she sometimes looks. We must try to 
cheer her !" 

• " Yes, that we must. If she only once thoroughly re-« 
covers, I have no fear we shall get on very well. Well, 
and how do you like little Gabriele V* 

** Ah, she is a darling little thing, with her pompous 
air, a most lovely pet-thing." 
"And Sara?" 

• "Yes— she is pretty, very pretty, I believe, and 
adll she has, according to my taste, something un- 
pleasing about her. She is not at all like the sisters; 
she has something so cold about her, bordering on re* 
pulsiveness. " 

" Yes," said the mother sighing, " there is sometimes 
something singular about her, especially latterly. I am 
afraid that some person has acquired a great, and by 
no means desirable influence over her. But Sara is 
highly talented, and really an interesting gfirl, endowed 
with. materials of. much good, if .... if ... . She 
sometimes, it's true, gives us.a little anxiety, for we are 
as fond of her . as if she were our own child. She has 
a most rare talent for music ; — you will hear I Yes^ 
there is a good deal of what is rare and. truly amiable 
about her. You will observe all this, if you stay any 
time with us." 

: "Yes, thank heaven I I think I may calculate on 
staying at home several months.". 
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The eonvttsatibii now turned to tbe eon's future 
course and prospects. It was the Lagman's wbh that 
flenric should devote himself to engineering. Henria 
accordingly also directed his studies to this object, but 
had always felt a continually increasing inclination for 
a pursuit of a different nature, and this had already 
become a matter of discussion in the finmily. The 
mother only entreated her first-bom to examine him- 
self minutely and seriously, before he abandoned a 
career, so much widied for by his lathar, and which 
Henric himself had chosen in mutual consultation with 
him. Henric promised to do so seriously. He had a 
mind both noble and warm. The noblest which the 
heart of youth possesses, pure enthustaam for irirtue 
and love of his fiithcr-land, glowing desire to Uve for 
it, these were the properties of his heart in a high 
degree. With the thought of his own advancement 
was combined the hope of being generally nsefnl, and 
he always saw his own fortune in close connetion with 
the happiness of his fiunily. These thoughts, thess 
feelings were poured out freely and fully in the delight* 
ful hour of sweet converse with his mother, that happy 
mother, whose heart palpitated with Joy, and with dia 
proudest hopes for her first-born, the dariing of her 
heart, her summor^ohild I 

* And when I shall have completed my career in the 
world," added Henric, affectionately Idssing the hand 
of his mother, ** and shall have acquired a house of my 
own, then, mother, you shall come to me, and stay 
with me, won't you f " 

" And what would your lather say to that r' replied 
she, in the same tone. 
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'* Oh, he baa all the sisters, who keep houi^ for him, 
and . • . /' 

" Do you intend to sit up all the night here V in- 
quired a voice at the door. It was that of the Lagman. 
Both mother and son started up as if they had been 
disturbed in a conspiracy; the plot was, however,, 
immediately communicated to the Lagroan, who de- 
clared that it would lead to a dreadful litigation, and 
that it would be best not to talk any more about it 

Both mother and son laughed, whilst bidding each 
other now good night; but when Henrio lifted his 
mother's hand to his lips he fell into an ecstasy about 
it. 

" Good heavens I what a white hand ! And such 
small fingers I Well, amazing ! how is it possible for 
any one to have such delicate fingers V* 

And with a sort of droll devotion, he kissed the little 
fingers of the fair band. 

" I see I must run away with you if I wish to keep 
you to mjBeU" said the Lagman good humouredly, 
then took up his wife in his arms, and earned her off. 

But her thoughts were still with her first-bom, her 
beautiful, her gifted son. Whilst all were sweetly sJeep- 
ing during the first night in the new house, she offered 
up a fervent prayer for his eternal happiness 1 

THE SECOND DAT. 

How happy must have been the feelings of the 
family, when on the following morning they assembled 
round the nicely arranged breakfast-table in a beauti- 
M and spaeious apartment! But apartments, and 
break&st, and all oytward conlbrts in &« world rigniQr 
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nothing, if the inward are wanting, if affectionate dis- 
positions, and pleasant looks, do not light up that 
apartment and season that breakfast! However, 
nothing was wanting that morning in the family of the 
Franks, no, not even the sun ! It entered kindly to 
shed its cheering rays over the pleasant scene. 

Henric paid his addresses to Madame Folette, 
manifesting his respect and love for her, and bis joy ta 
see her in such good keeping. 

Louisa, assisted by Eva, distributed coffee and tea, 
bread and butter, etc., and paid particular attention to- 
each, remembering what each most preferred. The 
basket with sweet-biscuits was handed constantly to. 
Jacobi. 

"Oh, how charming this is!" exclaimed Henric, 
rubbing his hands, and looking pleasantly and joyfully, 
athis parents and sisters ; " This is quite a paradise, I 
am sure ! What does your Migesty please ? Ah, your, 
most obedient ! Coffee, if you please, good Madame 
Folette !" 

" After breakfast," said the mother, " I have some-, 
thing for you to guess 1" 

** Something to guess ? What can it be ? Ah, do 
tell us now, dearest mother ! What is the riddle V* 

"A wedding!" 

'* A wedding ? A most interesting novelty I I can't 
swallow a morsel more till I have made it out Jacobi, 
my best friend, may I have some of those biscuits too t 
A wedding ! Do I know the parties V* 
. " Very well." 

"It surely won't be our excellent Munter? He) 
seems to me rather strange." . . 
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" No, no! Oh, he'll never marry, I should think!" 

" He is so terribly old already 1" said Eva. 

*' Old ?" said the Lagman. ** I fancy he is little more 
than turned forty. You should not call that so dread- 
fully old, my little one. But it is true, he has always 
looked old." 

*' Guess better !" shouted the mother* 

** I have it, I have it!" exclaimed Petrea blushingly 
** It is Laura ! Aunt Evelina's Laura !" 

** Ah, a light falls on me too," said Henric, " and 
the bridegroom is Major Arvid G. Am I right ?" 

"Perfectly right. Laura is making a very good 
match. Major G. is a very amiable, kind, and more- 
over wealthy man. He is said to have persuaded Evelina 
to remove with Carina to his fine estate of Axelholm and 
to consider Laura's and his house as theirs. Eva, dear ! 
help Henric to a little ham. What do you want my 
darling Gabriele ? Another biscuit? Leonora! shall I 
give you a little more bread and butter, my child ? 
shall I ?" 

"Well, I hope " exclaimed Henric, " that we shall be 
invited to thejwedding. Evelina, who is so sensible, will 
I should think, have the good sense to invite us. Most 
gracious sister Louisa, those rolls — very nutritious and 
respectable rolls — pray were they baked before or after 
the flood?" 

** After," replied Louisa somewhat piqued, but yet 
smiling. 

" Ah ! I humble myself in dust and ashes, and beg 
your Majesty's gracious pardon, (loudly aside). But, 
for all that they have some savour of the ark, or some 
other closet arrangement. But what in all the world 
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Petrea, what sort of a breakfast are you making ? 19^, 
dear sister, such excesses will never do. I entreat you 
don't make yourself sick with eating t" 

Petrea, who had her own peculiar whims, or as 
Louisa called them, her rapius, had for some time past 
taken a fancy to take for her breakfast nothing but a 
glass of water and a piece of dry bread. On account 
of this abstinence she was soon teazed by Henric, and 
Petrea answered him quite g^od temperedly. Louisa, 
on the other hand, took up the matter rather in a serious 
point of view, and thought, that it — as well as many 
other things with Petrea — ^had a distant relationship to 
folly. And folly, Louisa — the most sensible Louisa ! — 
regarded as the most dreadful of all dreadful things. 

** Now you really must not be talking any longer I »* 
exclaimed the Lagman, when he saw the mouths em- 
ployed only in chattering ; " or else I shall be obliged to 
leave you ; and I should have been so glad ta have 
walked down with you into the garden first" 

A general move followed these words, and all repaired 
down into the garden, except Leonora, who was not 
well, and the " little one," who was to keep herself 
from the damp. 

There was something, however, very peculiar about 
the garden; and certainly everything was not alto- 
gether right there. For although the place was yet 
perfectly uncultivated, and the April snow, yet covering 
the ground, hung in large flakes on the branches of the 
few low fruit-trees, which composed the sole riches of 
the grarden, yet these trees — tliis was by no means 
natural nor according to the laws of nature— were 
covered with fruits. The finest rennet-apples and 
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oranges shone in clusters upon the branches, and glit- 
tered in the sun. Shoutingrg were raised on all sides, 
and although Jacobi, as well as Henric, declared them*- 
selves unable to discover any possible ground of 
explanation for this unnatural phenomena ; they were 
nevertheless unable to rid themselves entirely of the 
suspicion of having had theur share in the witchery, 
however much they studied to prove their innocence. 
All, however, agreed that good spirits and not bad had 
been indulging in their sports here, and the firuits were 
plucked off without any fear, and put into baskets. 
The crop was extolled in verses and in prose, and nevet 
was there a more merry harvest-feast 

The Lagman had some trouble in getting any one 
who would give ear to his plans respecting the elder- 
bushes, strawberry-beds, a bower, and a summer- 
house. He was very much vexed at the narrow space. 
** I wonder who could get this down !" said he, whilst 
knocking with his stick upon a high red plank, which 
bounded one side of the garden. " Look here, Elise t 
Do but peep through this gap ; do you se^ that splen- 
did piece of ground far out yonder, which extends as 
far as the river ? What a splendid promenade might 
there not be made of it, if it were properly cultivated 
and planted I It might become a real treasure to the 
whole town, which is at present sadly destitute of a 
proper promenade in its vicinity. And now that re- 
mains there waste, and used by no one — except a few 
cows — merely because the owner of it does not know 
what use to make of it, and because our excellent 
townsmen have not enough of public spirit to purchase 
it with subscription, for the public benefit. Should I 
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ever become so rich as to be able to purchase the place, 
it should soon wear a different aspect, and men should 
use it instead of the cattle, and this fence should be 
pulled down and our garden joined to the larger 
promenade. What an improved place it might be 
madel" 

" Don't you think that bee-hives would stand well 
here? The sun happens to shine direct upon tUe 
fence/* said the sensible Louisa. 

" In that you are perfectly right, Louisa," exclaims 
the father, quite delighted. ** That was a good idea. 
Here is an excellent place for bee-hives. To-morrow 
I shall send round for some ; I dare say we shall he 
able to procure some soon, so that, when the apple and 
cherry blossoms come out, the bees may be there to 
suck from them. Then we shall see them working to> 
gether, and learn wisdom from them, and see how they 
gather honey for us; that will be delightful! Don't 
you think so, Elise ?" 

Elise rejoiced at the bees and the garden ; it would 
be a pleasure to cultivate it Province roses she would 
plant as soon as possible. Hot-houses were also to be 
established. Eva thought of devoting herself heartily 
to the cultivation of the garden. 

However, they were now obliged to leave the future 
home of radishes and roses ; for at pi^esent it was 
extremely wet and uncomfortable. Gabriele looked 
astonished at the sight of the baskets full of fruit gathered 
in the garden. But *' the little Princess Turandot" 
could not make out the riddle to be so singular and 
difficult to solve as Henric wished to make it appear to 
her. The forenoon was spent in arranging and putting 
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the house in order. Sara alone was not present on the 
occasion, hut was taking lessons upon the harp with a 
celebrated young musician, by the name of Schwarz, 
who was a stranger in the town, and she remained the 
whole of the forenoon at the instrument, of which she 
was passionately fond. Petrea, meanwhile, had taken 
upon herself the part of her lady's maid, and promised 
to arrange her wardrobe for her. Henric was quite 
happy in the rooms of the sisters, and made himself 
almost sick with laughing, whilst he was partly ob- 
serving, partly participating in their arrangements. 
The number of bundles of rags, old hats, cloaks, 
dresses, etc., which were turned over formed a strange 
contrast with his student world, where rags and pins 
were almost a curiosity ; and the earnestness with which 
all this was treated by the sisters, and the jokes and . 
witty ideas which seasoned their earnestness, were quite 
precious mojrselsto him. Nothing, however, delighted 
him more than Louisa and her things, as well as the 
respect which, with a half comic, half serious earnest- 
ness, she claimed for it. But he certainly would deny 
^U relationship to her if ever he should see her wear a 
kind of pale-green shawl called *'spinage," and a pale 
grey dress with the nickname ** grits." None of the 
sisters had so many things as Louisa ; and none con- 
sidered them of so much importance, for Louisa pos- 
sessed very prominently what we shall call the organ 
of acquisitiveness. Her boxes and bundles multiplied 
as if spontaneously on the shelves^ and upon the 
drawers intended for their reception, and rattled down 
now and then upon her head. She blamed Henric as 
being thQ c^use of It ; and certain it is, that he assisted . 
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her in putting them op in their place again not with-* 
out a sort of mischievous amusement Louisa wa« 
known in the &mily for her lore for old things ; and 
the more worn a dress was, the more distinguished ap^ 
pearance did it seem to her to hare; and the more 
frequently a shawl was washed, the nearer did she con- 
sider it to resemble a Cashmere. This love for old 
things with Louisa, sometimes extended its influence to 
pastry, biscuits, cream, etc, which often caused Henric^ 
on the production of any article of doubtful date, to 
enquire, whether it originated before or after the floo4» 
We will here add a few more traits to this sketch of 
our Louisa, that it may be clearly seen what footing 
she was on with all her things. 

She was pure in heart and disposition, a lover of 
truth and of rigid morality, although somewhat too 
sententious, and sometimes too little forbearing towards 
the failings of her fellow creatures. She possessed 
much of her father's good sense and prudence, but fut 
less of his knowledge and experience, for which reason 
she had already in her eighteenth year, considered her- 
self a perfect judge of character. There was a moral 
dignity in her mind, which was reflected in her ex« 
terior demeanour ; and her appearance, without being 
in any degree handsome, was nevertheless pleasing,- 
and inspired a confidence; so much of intelligence watf 
depicted in her placid countenance, so much of sinceri^ 
and decision visible in her whole character^ An attack 
of drollery, or hurst of humour, had the elfect of 
making her air of gravity, the look of dignity in hey 
Uue eyes, sometimes dissolve in a hearty laugh i and 
whw Louisa hiiighedi aba naramed a moft aharniiii| 
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resemblance to Her mother, for she had Eliae'a pretty 
mouth and fine teeth. She was as diligent as the ant, 
and ever ready to assist all who were worthy of assist-* 
ance, but less compassionate than La Fontaine's ant 
towards thoughtless whims, and everything of that sort. 
Louisa had three hobbies, (although she never would 
consent that she had one.) The first, was embroider* 
ing tapestry ; the second, reading sermons ; the third, 
playing at Patienee, and especiaUy at PotHUon. A fourth 
which had lately begun to develop itself, was nothing 
less than a love of medicine, and inventing remedies, 
and prescribing for domestic ailments ; yes, she had 
eyen herself brewed a sort of elixir of bitter herbs, of 
which Henric assured her, that it would be very effica- 
cious in despatching people into the next world. Louisa 
did not suffer herself to be put out by this ; nor did she 
suffer herself generally to be put out much by any re- 
marks. She appreciated, enjoyed, and sought above 
all, what was "right and proper;" but she likewise 
laid a good deal of stress on respectability and posses- 
sion, and seemed to fancy that she had a right to them. 
She had the splendid quality of undertaking nothing 
but what she could well cany out ; but she likewise 
liad a strong belief in her own ability, which the family 
probably shared, but sometimes, however, tried to 
moderate a little. However, Louisa was nevertheless 
in many things the head and shoulders of the family* 
and really valuable in the imptHrtant department off 
domestic management The parents called her with a 
degree of satisfaction, (the fiither with a secret pride), 
M our eldest dauc^ter." The brother and sisters called 
ber«— fomewhat roguishly-*" our eldest sister ;" some- 
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limes very simply, " oar senior." And " our senio!!*^ 
knew excellently well how to maintain her dignity with 
respect to followers. She had, besides, a very high 
notion of the dignity of woman. Louisa had an album, 
in which all her friends and acquaintances entered their 
own ideas, or those of others. It was remarkable 
what a number of moral maxims and stanzas this book 
contained. 



We fear the reader will have grown somewhat tired, 
of hearing the names of Sara, Louisa, Eva, Leonora, 
Petrea, Gabriele, so frequently repeated over and over 
again, and we are sorry for it, for we now see the whole 
procession inevitably appearing once again, and cannot 
possibly avoid representing Sara, Eva, Leonora, Petrea, 
and Gabriele once more in connection with Louisa. For 
the sake of change, however, we will bring them for- 
ward somewhat promiscuously. The first, therefore^ 
to present is our 



We are all somewhat related to chaos ; but Petrea 
was very particularly so. Momentary clearness, and 
long periods of confusion, interchanged in her character; 
Between Louisa and Petrea a great disparity prevailed. 
When Louisa occupied six and more drawers for her. 
things, Petrea scarcely needed half a one for her whole 
wardrobe. This was almost always in such a scanty 
and poor condition, as to be exceedingly "lamentable"* 
according to Louisa's opinion, who, not unfrequently 
interested herself in it, and assisted her kindly.^ Petcea 
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VrsLS tearing, losing, and giving away without bounds or 
distinction, and was well known in the circle of her 
brother and sisters, for her irregular way of managing 
her affairs. Petrea had no fancy at all for property. 
On the other hand she really possessed — although 
Louisa would not perceive it — a certain taste for the 
fine arts. She was always occupied with creations, 
either musical, or architectural, or poetical. But all 
her creations contained something of what is called 
nonsense. Petrea had been twelve years writing her 
first novel. Anette and Belis loved each other ten- 
derly ; had disappointments in love ; were, however, 
at length united, and lived since that time, in a de- 
lightful little cottage, surrounded by rose hedges, and 
had eight children in one year; which might be called 
a very respectable beginning. — A year later she began 
a tragedy, which was to be entitled Gustavus Adolphus 
and Ebba Brahe, and opened by a sort of Dehgardie 
with the following words,— ^ 

" From Germania's coast returned, 

To see once more the much-lov'd strand. 
By red hot cannon balls unburn'd, 

He greets with joy his fatherland. 
Banner ! say, whence comes the grief that fills my eyes 

with tears? 
Am I not thy friend, or does vain hope betray and 

Justify my saddest fears ?" 

Whether it was, that no breadth of paper had ever yet 
been manufactured wide enough for the growing length 
of the versres, or that other hindrances 'impeded the 
progress of the piece, certain it is, that i.t was soon 
laid by.— ^ot. long after, succeeded, a piece .of .a hu< 
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morous naturei which was to have vied with Madame 
Lenngren's* enchanting muse, and commenced thus :--* 

« In the lordly hallB of Elpcolasty, 

Standing somewhere in some i>art of Sweden, 
Liv'd once on a time the fair Melany, 
Only daughter of Countesa Stemeden." 

At present, Petrea was engaged with a poem, the title 
of which, written in capital letters, was ** The Creation 
of the World." The Creation of the World began with the 

CHAOS. 

" Sank in eternal darkneia' gloomiest flood 

Onee this world lay ; 
In vain the flying minutes waiting stood, 

To see the darkness clear away. 
The world, where men now bustle, Uto, anddiie, 

Was naught aad Toid—the bright 
And loTely star-betpangled sky, 

Knew then no light. 
He was— He who from ever was, 

AndeverllTethl " 

By this faint, glimmering light, the Creation of the 
Worid left off, probably doomed never to emerge from 
chaos under Petrea's hand. Petrea bad, generally, an 
especial inclination for great enterprises, and the fa- 
tality to lail in them. A failure always affected her 
bitterly and deeply, but a spring of unshaken courage 
■prang up fresh within her immediately after, raised 
h«r above her misfortune, and impelled her to try her 
luck again. Her blood mounted into her young head, 

* Anna Lenngren died 1817 ; a celebrated Swedish poetess ; par* 
ticMlariy admind aie her Idylliaa poems, after the style of Yoti. 
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and there concocted a mass of crude thoughts, phan- 
tasies and ideas ; her mind and her temper were full of 
restlessness. Sometimes boundlessly frolicsome and 
merry, she was at other times, often without a cause, 
just as deeply depressed. Poor Petrea was want- 
ing in every species of tact and self possession, even 
in her appearance. She walked badly, stood badly, 
bowed badly, sat badly, dressed badly, and thereby 
caused her mother much pain, who was so exceedingly 
sensitive of every thing that was not pleasing. And 
this was very painful for Petrea, who had a warm heart, 
and worshipped her mother. For Sara also, Petrea 
cherished the greatest love and admiration ; but her 
manner of manifesting her tenderness, was generally 
so without tact, that it rendered her more disaagree- 
able than agreeable to the object of it. This feel- 
ing embittered a part of Petrea's life, led her however, 
gradually to a love, in which tact and grace are accounted 
for nothing, and which never remains unrequited. Petrea 
was, at the same time, seized by a strong conscious- 
ness of her own defects ; but sometimes also, by a 
foreboding, that all these would one day brighten up, 
and, that then she might turn out to be something not 
quite so extraordinary. She then used to say, half in 
jest, and half in earnest, to her sisters, ''you'll see that 
I shall come out some of these days !" But in what 
this coming out was to consist in, no one knew, least of all 
she herself. Our Petrea looked with anxious longings 
after many suns, and was attracted now by the one and 
now by another Louisa held Petrea's prophecies in 
great contempt ; but little Gabriele was a believer in 
them. She was moreover so heartily delighted with all 

M. VOL. I. 

Digitized by Google 



178 THE HOME. 

the contrivances of her sister, and Petrea offered her 
the finest temples of gold* paper, her original pictures 
of shepherdesses and altars, her islands of happiness 
floating upon calm waters, in the creeks of which, small 
fleets of nut-shells, with ropes of silk and cargos of 
sugar-plums, were lading ; and in creating which, and 
planting them with wonderful flowers and splendid fruit- 
trees, Petrea' s heart had enjoyed the first dawnings of 
felicity. Of her appearance, it might be said, that it 
reflected the state of her mind ; for even this was very 
changeable; even this had its rapttus even here a 
glimmering of light sometimes broke forth thtough the 
chaos. When her complexion was tanned, her nose 
was red and swollen, she might then be latd to look 
very ugly; but in cooler moments, and when the red 
only kept on her cheeks, she might even be said to 
look very well. And sometimes even in her plainest 
moments, there was in h«r eye a look, and in her 
countenance an expression, which once induced Henric 
to make the observation," Petrea after all, is handsome !" 
The desire of disputing is natural to a chaotic mind. 
It is the conflict of the elements with each other. There 
was no subject in existence about which Petrea had 
not her conjectures, and nothing that she did not seek to 
fathom ; hence she discussed and disputed with every one 
who came in contact with her ; argued, or more properly 
raved about politics, literature, man's free agency, the 
fine arts, and what not, which, to the quiet mind 
of the mother, seemed sadly unbecoming, and which, 
combined with want of tact in other things — especially 
in her mode of offering civility, often rendered our 
Petrea ridiculous — an error which is so severely 
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fkimxshed on eartli, but which might perhaps be of 
infinitely little or no importanoe before the tribunal of 
the angels. 

LESOMORA. 

In spite of the embrace of the mother, and her ap« 
pellation, *Uhou beloved ugly child/' Leonora had 
gMKlually arrived at the painful knowledge, that she 
was ugly, and without all charms and endowments. She 
could not help marking, how little power she had of 
pleasing and inspiring others with interest ; she saw 
very well how she was slighted by the friends and 
acquaintances of the family, in comparison with her 
more favoured sisters. This, and her weidc state of healthi 
the want of comfort, which she felt in her existence^ 
brought her into discontent with life and mankind. 
She was prone to find everything hard and troublesome^ 
She was easily involved in little disputes with her 
sisters, and her naturally violent temper often led her 
into quarrels, which were not always without bitterness. 
With all this, poor Leonora enjoyed but little happi-» 
ness in the world. But no one, no, no one suffers in vain^ 
though it may sometimes appear so» Pain is ths 
plough which turns up the field of the souL Then 
heavenly seed is scattered from above over the deep 
fbtroWB by the aU-wise sower. By Leonora the seed 
already began to germinate, although yet beneath th<) 
ground. She had no presentiment d it herself yet t 
but what she had ahready experienced of life, together 
with the spirit which prevailed in the family, had 
awakened a feeling of beauty in her soul. That soul 
was deep and fiiU of feeling, and the consciousness of 
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her defects gradually produced in her a spirit'of great 
humility* a virtue whose charms cannot be excelled by 
any other in private life. If you approach, a person 
of this disposition of . mind, you feel as if you were 
passing from the heat of the sun into a refreshing shade, 
a soft cooling breeze breathes over your soul ; it grows 
calm and reposes in it. 

At the time on which we now meet Leonora, she 
had lately recovered from the scarlet-fever ; but retained, 
in consequence, a severe and obstinate head-ache^ 
which compelled her to keep to her room almost con- 
stantly, and although her parents and sisters visited 
her there, their company nevertheless afforded her but 
little pleasure; for as yet she had not learned to render 
herself pleasing to others by kindness and true bene- 
volence. But, poor Leonora ! When I see th&e sitting 
there with thy aching head leaning on thy hand absorb- 
ed in painful thought, I long to press thy head against 
my breast, and to whisper a prediction into thy ear — : 
However it may rest till by and bye ! We will now 
leave thee, but will return to thy quiet chamber ano- 
ther time. And thou, joy and ornament of the family, . 
step forth. lovely— 

EVA I 

** Our rose, our beauty," Eva was called in . the 
family. Eva had many equals in the world, and there is 
nothing to regret in diat. It is a graceful class. They 
are so lovely to look upon these blooming young maid- 
ens, with the smile upon their lips, and kindness and 
the joy of life beaming in their eyes. All feel kindly 
towards them, and they so sincerely towards all. All 
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tfie good things of life fall as it were spontaneously to 
their lot. They sail down the stream of life with favour- 
able breezes. Such was the case with Eva. Even her 
weaknesses, a desire to please, which was easily carried 
too far, and a pliability ot character which was very dan- 
gerous to her, were displayed within her family and her 
circle of friends only on their pleasing side, and con- 
tributed to render her the more beloved. Eva, though 
properly speaking not handsome, was nevertheless 
bloomingly pretty. Her eyes werenot large, but had 
the loveliest form, the brightest dark blue colour, and 
her look under those long black eye-lashes was at once 
bashful, lively, and kind. Her silk-like soft chestnut- 
brown haii parted over her moderately high Grecian 
forehead. Her skin was white, fine, and clear, her 
mouth and teeth were perfectly beautiful. In addition 
to this, Eva inherited the fine figure of her mother, and 
her light and graceful movements, — excellent health, 
the happiest temper, a naturally tranquil mind, gave to 
her entire character a happy harmonious expression. 
Whatever she does, she does well and with gracefulness; 
whatever she puts on, she looks well in ; and it is a sort 
of proverb in the family : '* If Eva were to pat a black 
cat upon her head, it would become her." 

Louisa and Eva had by a similarity of intellectual en- 
dowments and talents, by a sort of fellowship thereto at 
home, and abroad, become ** les inseparables" Gradually, 
however, Eva now began, without separating herself 
from Louisa, to be drawn by a secret influence towards 
Leonora. Louisa with all her things was so sufficient 
to herself, and Leonora remained so solitary, so dreary I 
Eva'n kind heart inclined tenderly towards her. 
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But it geems to us, as if Gabriele U sulking a little 
at being put off so long, and therefore turn quickly to 
the 

LITTLE TOUNQ LADT. 

It does not please "our little lady" to be placed last. 
Gabriele was certainly a spoilt child, and often caused 
** la phtie et le beau tempt " in the family. She is to bd 
taken care of from cold, and wind, and rain, and Tezat 
tion. She is spoilt with over^tender treatment, never 
leaves off eating, and is commended and praised for it| 
as if for the finest action, when at dinner she had had 
the grace to take a basin of broth, or the wing of 9 
chicken. She herself is yet lik« a chicken under the 
wing of her mother; yet sometimes she creeps fiortli 
and tries her own wing. In the second place she 19 
phfurming and merry, composes enigmas and charadesy 
which she especially sets her mother and Petrea to 
guess. It gives her particular pain when she is treated 
like a little girl, and nothing w(Hrse can happen to her 
than when the older sisters say ; <* Go out for a moment, 
little Gabriele," in order to communicate their imports 
ant affairs, or to read together a heart- affecting 
romance. She likes to have great respect and homage 
paid to her; and the Assessor is greatly out of &Tour 
with her, because he is perpetually teazing her, e«Ui 
her, " Miss Curly-head," and gives her oUier still mone 
ugly names. Learning and teachera are no concern of 
hers. She lores a sort of far mienie, and her weak 
state of health causes her taste to be gratified* Daiu 
cing if her delight, ai^d she i« enohmting in the dance^ 
In contrast with Petr^dbahMftgyeiit hanof loridl 
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great enterprises, and in contrast with Louisa, a horror 
of sermons, whether verbal or printed. In the sun, 
in warm breezes, in flowers, and still more in admired 
and amiable people, she acknowledges the goodness of 
the Creator, and awakens a feeling of piety in her. She 
has a peculiar dread of death, and will not hear it 
spoken of, nor of anything gloomy or melancholy. It 
is fortunate for Gabriele that true parental love 
bears great resemblance to the midsummer-sun in 
the north, which shines by night as well as by day. 

If we turn from the light-curled Gabriele to Sara, 
" this Africa," as the Assessor called her, we turn from 
day to night Sara seemed in the family like a lovely 
and dark mystery, like a winter's -night, with bright 
stars both attracting and repelling. To us, however, 
she will become manifest, for we possess the keys to 
her mind, and are able to contemplate her in the 
following notices 

FROM SARA'S DIARY. 

Yesterday evening, Macbeth was read aloud. All 
trembled before Lady Macbeth. I was silent, for 
I liked her character. There was power in the 
woman. 

Life ? what is life 7 when the storm rides through 
space upon strong free wings, it then sings a song to 
me, which finds an echo in my soul. When the 
thunder rolls, when the lightnings blaze, I then have 
forebodings of life, its grandeur, its power. But this 
domestic every-day-life — ^little virtues, little failings, 
little cares, litUe joys, little efforts — this oppresses and 
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Stifles my spirit Oh, thou flame, which consumest 
me in the still nights, what meanest thou ? There are 
moments, in which thou shinest in brightness; but 
eternities, in which thou tormentest and burnest me. 

They find themselves happy in this narrow circle.They 
find interest in a thousand trifles ; they can busy them- 
selves to procure little enjoyments for each other. Well 
for them ! I was created for something different. 

. Wherefore should I obey? Wherefore should I 
suppress my inclination, my will, in order to gratify 
others ? Wherefore / Ah, liberty, liberty I 

I have received Volney's Ruins, of S. I shall hide 
this book from this religious and timid people ; but to- 
night, to-night when their eyes are closed in sleep, 
mine shall be awake, and read it. The frontispiece of 
the book affords me singular pleasure. A ship's-wreck 
is contending with the stormy waves ; the moon sinks 
beneath a black cloud ; on the shore sits, amidst the 
ruins of a temple, a mussulman — a fine thoughtful 
figure — who is contemplating the scene. I am con- 
templating it likewise, and a pleasing thrill runs through 
me. Better, finer is a grand ruin, than a little, an 
empty happiness. 

I like the book. It expresses what has long since 
Iain dormant in me. It brings clear light to my dark 
forebodings. Ah ! what a light rises within me ! A 
dazzling light, which chases away all misty illusions ; > 
— but my eyes are strong enough to bear it. Let the 
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snare of prejudice, let the wretched honds of custom 
he rent asunder ! Let the fettering chains fall ! My 
own strength will be sufficient for me. 

Why am I a woman ? As a man, to live and to act, 
would have been easy and clear to me. As a woman, 
I am obliged to stoop to make myself free. Miserable 
dependance ! wretched lot of woman ! 

I do not love S., but he makes a sort of impression 
upon me. I like that dark power in his looks, that 
careless, strong will, which will only stoop to mine. And 
when he holds the harp in his arms, when witli violent 
force he compels it to express all that the spirit may 
dream, then he touches the chords of my heart, then I 
recognise in him my master. 

But he shall never govern me; his spirit is not 
powerful enough for that. He can never become any- 
thing else to me, than a means to my end. Nor shall 
I deceive him in this. I am too proud to play the 
hypocrite. I know well whom I could love ! I know 
the man well who might be my object .... 

Nature never intended me for this narrow circle, for 
this restricted path through the world. S. shews me 
another, which allures my senses. I feel that I am 
created for it 

. I have seen myself in the glass. It tells me, as the' 
Idoks of men tell me, that I am handsome. My figure- 
is strong, and answers to the character of my face. I* 
ciinnot doubt in S.'a assuDraivce^ My appearance in* 
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conjunetion with my intellectual endoinnents, and my 
talents will ensure a spendid fortune to me. 

Of what avail would it be to form illusive promises ; 
away widi all illusions ! — I stand upon a higher point 
than those around me, than those who, nevertheless, 
think themselves entitled to censure my faults ; who 
perhaps privately exalt themselves above me, because 
they have taken me up from charity. Taken up 
from charity 1 Depressing, humiliating thought 1 

And, notwithstanding, they are kind ; yes, kind as 
angels towards me. I wish they were less so. 

For the second time in my life, I have to night had 
the same remarkable dream. I fancied I was in my 
room, when I saw in the sky great masses of black 
clouds bursting over my head towards the horizon, and 
a strong roaring noise arose in the atmosphere. " Save 
thyself, Sara! " cried the v<»ce of my sisters, ** come, 
come along with us 1 " But I felt in all my limbs that 
singular sluggishness, which generally overtakes us in 
a dream, just when we wish to make speed. The win- 
dows in my room flew open from the storm, and a 
strong curiosity impelled me to look out There stood 
the sun over against me, pale and watery, but the air 
round about appeared to bum in space ; a flash of fire 
flewover all. Before me stood a large aspen, whose foliage 
quivered and rustled, whilst fieiy sparks flew out from 
it, and upon one branch of the tree sat a great blackbird, 
who stared at me with a fiery look, and sang dull and 
MNindleis, whilst the storm and tfa« flames were raging 
and roaring round about I beard the voices of my 
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foster-parents and my Bisters, calUnf ms with fearful 
anxiety from a continually increasing distance ; but T 
leaned out of the window to hear what the blackbird 
was singing with such a wonderful voice. I felt no 
more fear. I then awoke; but the dream has charms 
forme. 

The blackbbd is singing to me, even out of the 
dream. My foster-mother has been crying about me 
to-day. I am sorry for it, but — ^the best thing I can 
do, is to go. They do not like to have me here, they 
cannot bear it They have no need of me, I no longer 
i^eed them. It will be best for us to part 

So wrote Sara. Should we now wish to cast a glance 
at the parente of Henric, Sara, Louisa, Eva, Leo- 
nora, Petrea, and Oabriele, we find them but little 
changed, with this difference, that Elise's general ap- 
pearance betokened far more health and strength than 
formerly ; the Legman's energetic foce had received 
more wrinkles, but an expression of much greater 
benignity. A little, but perhaps not quite unpudona- 
ble weakness was more and more perceptible in him t 
he was quite enraptured with his daughters. God blest 
die excellent fother I 

THE OBJECT. 

We must now stete how the fomily prospered in the 
new domicile. Since Henric's and Jacobi's arrival the 
animation was considerably increased. Henne earn* 
f stly carried out his resolution of providing oheerfol 
ezereisaifor his sisters, and Jacob! heartily; aasitted 
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him in it ; but to Henric's vexation it was seldom pos- 
sible to induce Louisa to take such exercise, (of which , 
in his opinion, she stood so greatly in need) ; Louisa 
always had so much to do at home. Sara only lived 
for her harp and her singing. Leonora was not well, and 
for Gabriele, it was generally too cold, or too dirty, or 
too windy, or she was not in a humour for walking. 
Eva on the contrary, was always ready, and Petrea was 
always disposed for a flight; it was Henric*s • great 
pleasure to give one of his sisters his arm, especially 
when they were becomingly dressed. At seven o'clock 
in the evening all the members of the family assem- 
bled in the library, where the tea-table was prepared, 
at which Louisa presided. Those evenings were de- 
lie:htfully cheerful, and chiefly so when the family was 
alone. Between tea and supper there was music, 
chatting, or reading aloud. After supper generally 
followed a dance, and in this Louisa was seen to move 
with particular grace. Sometimes charades or social 
games were introduced. Henric and Petrea always 
had novel and droll ideas. It was the Lagman's- 
dearest joy to have all his children around him, espe- 
cially in the evening, and to see them happy. The 
door ot his study, which joined the library, always 
stood open in the evenings, and whether he was writing^- 
or reading, he still j^erfectly gave heed to everything 
which was going on in the company. Sometimes he 
came in and took a part in the conversation, or in the 
games, or sat on the green couch by the -side of Elise, 
and was a spectator of the dance, delighted with his' 
daughters ; yes, was perhaps himself even drawn by them 
into the dance. -^ . * 
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With respect to Jacobi) the juveniles would remark^ 
that he was sometimes too absent and fanciful; he 
often sighed, and see^ied more disposed for quiet con- 
versation with the ladies, than for charades and other 
diversions. It was decided between Henric and Petrea, 
that these sighs, and this absence of mind had an object ; 
but for a long time, viz., for three or four days, she 
could not fathom who the object exactly was. 

** It cannot be our mother," said Petrea ; " for she 
is married, and besides older, though she is nicer than 
we all put together, and Magister Jacobi is always so 
delighted, to talk to ^her, and behave towards her as 
if he were her son. I'll tell you what, Henric, I do 
believe, Sara is the object ; he looks at her so very 
much. Or perhaps Eva ; for he is always so gay with 
her, and I heard him yesterday saying to uncle Munter, 
that she was exceedingly charming. But it is a little 
unbecoming for him thus to pass over '* our eldest." 

Henric was highly amused with Petrea's coi^jectures 
and embarrassments. He himself had his own private 
suspicions on the subject ; and gradually a clear pre- 
sentiment began to arise in Petrea that ** our eldest" 
would after all prove to be the real object. After this 
opinion, which rapidly spread through the circle of 
the sisters, Louisa was^ for the future, only called in 
their jesting way of speaking, " the object." ** The 
object" itself appeared to pay very little attention to 
these speculations. Louisa was at that time engaged 
in a large piece of work, and had purposed, to Henric's 
terror, to make use of ** the grits." She really had a 
sort of mania for wearing her clothes threadbare, — and 
as the work was a little difficult and intricate to calcu- 



d by Google 



190 THE tiOMB. 

late, the *< sanctified airs'* were constantly present, 
which rendered Louisa, for the time being, tery much 
less charming. However, it was a settled point ; Jacobi 
was looking a good deal at Sara, was playing with Eva, 
and kept sitting by Louisa, as if he enjoyed his own 
kindly disposition and happiness only by her. In vain 
did Petrea throw out to him all kinds of controyersial 
queries to make him forget " the object*' in the dispu- 
tation. He would not be diverted ; and it was generally 
remarked, that the Magisterhad far less inclination 
for argument than the Candidate used to have, and 
that he only laughed when the Courtmarshall's lady 
W., time after time, offered him battle with monads 
and nomads. Jacobi had at present a favourite theme, 
and that was his Excellency O. Jacobi could not 
sufficiently admire and extol the disdnguished supe- 
riority of his Excellency O., his noble character, his 
kindness, his mind, his imposing appearance; yes, his 
broad lion-shaped forehead, his stem look, his fine 
patrician hand, were depicted more than once. Jacobi 
had been engaged as secretary to his Excellency, and 
had the hope of obtaining his influence fbr ftiture promo«> 
tion. In tiie meantime hia Excellency showed him the 
greatest kindness; procured him many opportunities 
for extending his knowledge ; had nwde him an offer 
of taking him with him on a tour to the continent, 
gave him, himself^ lessons in speaking French ; in a 
word, his Excellency O. was the most excellent Excel- 
lency in the whole world, a real exeeUentiuvmui f and 
Jacobi was with heart and soul devoted to him, and 
was overflowing with anecdotes about his Excellency O., 
and with anecdotes which he had heard from Ids E;(ceU 
lency. ' 
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Louisa, bad more than any one of ihe fittsily, the good 
property of being an excellent listener, and therefore 
she beard more than any other did of this Excellency 
O.; but not only about him, for Jacobi had always 
something to rdate to her, something to consult with 
her about. And when Louisa was not too greatly oc- 
ciq4ed with her work, he could always calculate upon 
Ihe most earnest interest, and upon the best opinions, 
in points of morality, as well as in economical arrange- 
ments about clothes, plans for the future, etc. He 
also gave her good advice — ^which was seldom, how- 
ever, taken ; he drew embroidery patterns for her, and 
liked to read to her, — but novels in preference to ser- 
mons. 

But he was not long allowed to sit in peace at the 
side of " the object" For soon a person seated him« 
self at the other side, whom, in virtue of his principal 
qualification, which consisted in the possession of an 
estate in the vicinity of the town, we will simply style 
the Landed-proprietor. 

The Landed-proprietor appeared to the Candidate-* 
we shall call him so in fiiture, for after all every one 
remains in the world in a certain sense, at least, a 
Candidate — to be disposed to dispute the position 
which the latter seemed inclined to assume. He pos- 
sessed, besidesjhis large estate,'a very respectable per^ 
son, full pufied up, healthy cheeks, a pair of lai^gegrey 
eyes, marked by a vacant expression, a small, well- 
formed mouth, which rather preferred mastication to 
talking, which laughed without meaning, and which 
now began to utter to cousin Louisa — he fancied him- 
self to be somewhat related to the Lagman— various 
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discourses, which we will comprise, under the chapter of 

SINGULAR INQUIRIES. 

"Cousin Louisa,do you like fish, for instance, breams?'* 
inquired, one evening, the Landed-proprietor, sitting 
himself down by the side of Louisa, who was diligently 
working at a landscape in tapestry, and, without look- 
ing up, replied very phlegmatically : 

" Oh, yes ! breams are a very nice fish !" 

"Oh, with red-wine sauce, delicious! On my 
estate, at Oestanvik, I have magnificent fishing. Great 
fellows of breams ! I fish them up myself." 

" Who is that great fisherman there ?" inquired 
Jacobi of his friend Henric, whilst he turned up his 
nose contemptuously ; " and what is it to him whether 
your sister Louisa likes breams ?" 

" Because she will then perhaps be able to like him 
too, mon cher. A highly respectable fellow, my cousin 
Thure, of Oestanvik. I advise you to cultivate his 
acquaintance — Yes, I am coming, little Gabriele, I am 
coming. Your Highness, what is the matter ? . . . . 
1 shall certainly break my head with this riddle; 
Mamma dear, come and help your stupid son!" 

" No, no I mother knows it already ! Mother must 
not say a word !" exclaimed Gabriele, frightened. 
^ " Which King, Herr Magister, do you consider the 
highest among kings?" asked Petrea, a second time, 
who had a sort of query raptus this evening. 

" Charles the Thirteenth I" replied the Candidate, and 
listened to Louisa's answer to the question of the 
Landed-proprietor. 

" Cousin Louisa, do you like game V* inquired the 
Landed-proprietor. 
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« Oh yes ! especially fieldfares !" replied Louisa. 

''Well, that will he splendid 1" said the Landed- 
proprietor ; " on my estate, at Oestanvik, there are field- 
fares out of number. I often go out with my gun and 
shoot some for my dinner. PifFi Puff I With two 
shots I have a whole dish full." 

Petrea, whom no one asked : " Do you like 
birds V* and who wished to keep the Candidate occu- 
pied, and would not suffer herself to be deterred 
by his apparent abstraction, exclaimed again : " Herr 
Magister, do you not believe that the people before the 
flood were really much worse than the people in our 
times ?'* 

" Oh, much, much better !" replied the Candidate. 

"Cousin Louisa, do you like roast-hare?" inquired 
the Landed-proprietor. 

" Herr Magister, do you like roasted-hare ?" whis- 
pered Petrea, roguishly, into Jacobi's ear. 

*' Bravo, Petrea I" whispered the brother to her. 

" Cousin Louisa, do you like cold meat?" inquired 
the Landed-proprietor, whilst handing Louisa up to 
the supper-table. 

*' Do you like a Landed-proprietor ?" whispered 
Henric into her ear, as they were leaving the table. 

Louisa replied — ^just as a Cathedral would have re- 
plied ; she looked very grave, and was silent. 

Petrea was most voluble with her queries after 
supper, and would let no one rest who was at all capable 
of replying. " Is reason sufficient for man ? What is 
the foundation of morality ? What is the proper sig- 
nification of revelatiotf ?' Why are the affairs of the 
state always so badly managed ? What is the cause of 

N. VOL. I. 
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necessity for the distinctions of poor and rich ?" etc. 

"Dear Petreal" said Louisa, " of what use are all 
such questions?" 

It was an evening for questions. Indeed there was no 
end to them, even after they separated for that evening. 

" Don't you think, Elise," said the Lagman to his 
wife, when they were alone, ** that our little Petrea be- 
gins to be quite disagreeable with her continual ques- 
tioning and disputing ? She positively will not let any 
body be in peace, and is sometimes in perpetual motion. 
She will some day make herself ridiculous, if she goes 
on in this way." 

" Yes, if she goes on. But I believe it may take a 
turn. I have watched Petrea closely for some time 
past, and, do you know, I fancy there is something be- 
yond the coihmon in her." 

** Yes, yes, she is by no means one of the ordinary 
class. Her vivacity, and the constant festivities and 
performances which she gets up .... " 

" Yes, do they not indicate decided talents for the 
fine arts ? And then her singular eagerness for know- 
ledge ! Every morning she rises between three and 
four, merely to read, to write, or to work at her pro- 
ductions. It is indeed extraodinary! And this rest- 
less spirit, this eagerness for inquiry and disputing, 
don't you think that they spring from a kind of intel- 
lectual hunger ? Ah ! irom such as many women are 
condemned to suffer throughout the whole of their life 
for the want of food. From such a vacuity of mind 
arises restlessness, discontentment, yes innumerable 
errors ! " *' 

** I believe you are right, filise," saiJ the Lagman, 
/ 
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" and no condition in life is more melancholy, especi- 
ally in more advanced years. But it shall not be the 
lot of my Petrea. We will take care to prevent that. 
What do you think would be the best thing for her at 
present?'* 

I believe regulated and continued study would be of 
service to her in regulating her mind. She is left too 
much to herself, with her unassisted talents, with her 
zeal, her efforts. I myself possess too little knowledge 
to direct and instruct her ; you have not the time ; she 
has no one here who could properly undertake the cul- 
tivation of her young conhised mind. I am sometimes 
very much concerned about her, for her sisters do not 
by any means understand that work which is going on 
in her; and I confess it pains me at times myself. 
I wish I were better able to assist her in it. Petrea 
needs a basis on which she can be established, which 
as yet she has not Her thoughts want a firm hold. 
Hence her restlessness ; she is like a flower without 
root, which is tossed by wind and weather." 

** She shall take root some day, she shall find a basis 
as sure as there is any in the world I" said the Lagman 
with a serious and brightening eye, striking his haiid 
upon the West-Gotha-Code, so as to send it to the 
ground. " We shall think of some means, Elise," con- 
tinued he* ** Petrea is much too young yet, for any 
one to judge of her talents with certainty. But if they 
should strengthen, she shall have no need to starve as 
long as I live and am able to get bread for my family. 
You know my firiend, the excellent Bishop B. Perhaps 
we may be able at first to entrust Petrea to his direc- 
tion. We shall see after a few years. . . i at present 
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ehe it» of course, but a child yet But don't you think 
we ought to speak to Jacobi, whether he would like to 
read or speak to her now? . . . ^ proposi How do 
matters stand with Jacobi t I fSancy he is beginning to 
make himself agreeable to Louisa V* 

** Yes yes, there is some truth in it. And our couain 
Thure of Oestanvik, have you not observed anything 
there?" 

" Yes, I observed something this evening. What, in 
the name of all the world, were all those stupid ques- 
tions, which he put to her 1 — Do you like this, or do 
you like that 1 — But I don't like this at all. Louisa ia 
not yet of age, and then to come with such questions I 
Well, it may perhaps mean nothing serious." 

" Pity, howev^, that our cousin Thure is not a little 
more rational, for he has a very pretty estate, and so 
near at hand !" 

" Yes, pity indeed I For as he is, I am firmly con* 
vinced that Xiouisa will never he able to like him." 

** You surely don't think, that she likes Jacobi ?" 

" To speak the truth, I do think there is something 
of the kind." 

*' Well, that would be exceedingly unpleasant, and 
very imprudent I am very partial to Jacobi, but, you 
know, he has nothing, and is nothing." 

** But, my dear, he may get something, he may 
become something. I confess, dearest Ernst, that, ki 
my opinion, he would be a more suitable husband for 
Louisa than any other, and tJkat I should feel great 
pleasure in calling him my son." 

<* Would you, Elisel Well, in that case, I suppose 
Ishall be obliged to prepare myself for it. You have 
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had the most trouhle, the most work with the children, 
you have therefore the most right to decide in all mat- 
ters respecting them." 

*' Ernst you are so kind V 

*' Say : reasonable, filise, nothing more than reasona- 
ble. Besides, it is my belief, that our thoughts and 
inclinations will vary but little. I confess that I con- 
sider Louisa as a great treasure, and I know no one, to 
whom from my heart I should like to give her. But 
if Jacobi gains her heart, I feel I shall not have courage 
enough to oppose a union between them, although it 
would areate cares with regard to his uncertain pros- 
pects. I am really fond of Jacobi, and we are greatly 
indebted to him on Henric's account His excellent 
heart, his integrity, his good qualities will make of him 
both a good citizen, and a good husband, and father of 
a family, and, in my opinion, he is one of the most 
agreeable men to be in daily company with. 

'* But, Heaven forbid 1 I am speaking as if I were 
anxious for the match, and this is notwithstanding most 
distant from my thoughts. I should prefer keeping 
my daughters as long as they feel happy with me. But 
when girls grow up, one has never to reckon upon 
peace. I wish all suitors at the deuce. We might all 
of us now live together here as in heaven, since we have 
got every thing into such nice order. A few improve^ 
ments might, I dare say, be made yet I have been 
thinking, that we might have a wardrobe put up here 
very easily, if againstthat wall there, we ... . what, 
my love, are you asleep akeady ?** 
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AN INVITATION. 

At that time the daughters of the family began to 
dream a good deal about conflagrations, and there was 
no lack of interpretations, hints, little railleries, and 
secrets between the sisters. None, however, dreamed 
and Interpreted the dreams more seduously than 
Petrea. Gabriele, who in her innocence, dreamed of 
nothing, wondered what all these wonderful remarks 
about fires should signify ; but she was not allowed to 
know much about it, for when she wished to have her 
share in the secrets, it was alwa3rs said : " go away a 
moment, Gabriele dear !" 

One evening. Sara, Louisa, Eva and Petrea had taken 
their seats round a little table, where they were com- 
municating something to one another, which must 
have been of particular interest. Gabriele then came 
and wanted very much to have a little place at the table 
for herself and her book ; but it was impossible ; there 
was no room at all for the little one. Almost in the 
same moment came Jacobi and Henric. They were 
also seeking for places in the circle of the young ladies, 
and behold 1 for both of them there was room comfort- 
ably at the table. Gabriele then poked her little head 
between Louisa and Petrea, and begged the sisters to 
gruess the following riddle. 

** Where is that where there is place for six, and not 
for five ?" 

. The sisters laughed, Louisa kissed the cunning little 
wit, and Petrea left the table, the gentlemen and a 
political discussion, which she had begun with Henric, 
in order to sit aside with Gabriele, and relate to her 
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something of " Thiodolfs Voyages," which was one of 
the highest enjoyments of " our little Lady." 

•* Apropos /" exclaimed Henric. " Will not that wedding 
be celebrated the day after to-morrow, to which we are to 
be invited ? N.B. — According to my own calculation, 
aunt Evelina really has far less sense, than 1 thought, 
unless . . . ." 

" Aunt Evelina stands here at this moment, to de- 
fend her sense, if possible," said a pleasant voice ; and 
aunt Evelina stood, to the amazement and joy of all, in 
the middle of the room. 

After the first salutations and inquiries, Evelina 
produced, with evident joy and kindness, an invitation 
-—not, as Henric had expected, to the wedding, but to 
the after celebration. Laura's marriage with Major G. 
was intended to take place in the greatest privacy, only 
in the presence of a few relatives, at the house of her 
foster-mother. But the mother of the bridegroom, one 
of those happy and kind people who brighten the world, 
(and to whom the world returns so little thanks for it,) 
one of those who wish, if possible, to serve and gladden 
- all, (and whom for that very reason all like to backbite 
a little,) a stout, warm-hearted Counsellor's lady, was 
desirous of celebrating the marriage of her beloved and 
only son, in festivities, and of inviting the whole neigh- 
bourhood to share her joy. For eight days the wedding 
festivities were to be kept up, and already the spacious 
halls of Axelholm were prepared to receive a consider- 
able part of the distinguished inhabitants of the neigh, 
bourhood. The bride and bridegroom were to invite 
their respective friends and most intimate acquaint- 
ances ; and in the name of the bride and her future 
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mother-in-law — Evelina, charged also with a written 
invitation — ^now came and bade the Frank's family— 
the whole family, including Jacobi — to honour the 
festival with their presence. There was an express 
invitation for all the daughters to join the party. They 
reckoned upon each one of them separately. Upon 
Petrea, who had great theatrical talents, they calculated 
for taking a part in a piece to be performed ; upon the 
others, they counted for dancing and Tableaux vivants, 
Gabriele was hoped to be enlisted as an angel, and of 
course it was intended to give pleasure to the young 
people themselves by all this. The invitation included 
the wish, that the family would take up their residence 
at Axelholm, where every thing would be ready for 
their reception, during the whole time of the festival, 
and if possible still longer ; and they hoped to render 
the stay agreeable to every one of the party. 

Pitt, Fox, Thiers, Laffitte, Platen, Anckarsvard, yes, 
it may be boldly asserted, all the orators in the world 
have never delivered an address, which has been con^ 
sidered more perfect by their auditors, or hailed with 
warmer and more unanimous enthusiasm, than this 
little oration of aunt Evelina. 

Henric threw himself upon his knees before his 
excellent, eloquent aunt. Eva clapped her hands 
together and embraced her. Petrea, in a fit of trans- 
port, screamed aloud, and in jumping up, upset a work- 
table upon Louisa. Jacobi made an entrec?Mt, liberated 
Louisa from the work-table, and begged her hand for 
the first Anglaise at the first ball. 
^ The Lagman, heartily delighted with the opportunity 
of his children being able to enjoy themselves, was never- 
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theless obliged for his part to decline the gay party. 
Business! Lagman Frank seldom has time for any 
thing else than business. Notwithstanding, he would 
arrange matters so that he might be able at least to ac- 
company his family to Axelholm; he might then 
return the following day. Elise would have been 
ceremonious, and not consent to take more than two, at 
most three of her daughters with her; but she was 
persuaded to do otherwise by Evelina and also by her 
husband, who wished that they should all go. — " Per- 
haps,'* said he, " they may never have another oppor- 
tunity of amusing themselves." And certainly it is a 
rare case, for a mother to be entreated and begged to 
bring all her six children with her. Long live such 
Councillors' ladies ! But it ought to be acknowledged 
also, that the daughters of the Frank family were 
universally liked, in consequence of their pleasant, 
agreeable manners,, and their many good qualities. 
Elise was obliged to promise to take them all with her. 
Sara, Louisa, Eva, Leon .... no ! it is true, Leonora 
could not be of the party. Poor Leonora was obliged 
to stay at home on account of her invalid state, and Eva 
and Petrea were soon contending, which of the two 
should remain with her. Leonora declared drily and 
peevishly, that no one need stay at home for her sake ; 
she wanted nobody ; she would much rather be alone ; 
the sisters might all go and enjoy themselves. She 
would live for all that ! Poor Leonora was as it were 
changed by sickness and retirement; she concealed her 
bitter feelings in a cloud of peevishness and ill-humour, 
which cooled the affection and the kindness, which 
those around her were ever ready to shew her. 
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Meanwhile a gfeat bustle arose among the young 
folks in the family. For a g^reat deal was to be bought, 
much work to be done and arranged, that the daughters 
might appear, with respect and credit, at the wedding 
festiyities. 

What mustering of clothes, flowers, ribbons, neck- 
laces, gloves, etc. 1 What consultations and plannings 
about the new purchases 1 What calculations not to 
exceed the donations of money, which the kind father 
had made, unasked, to each of his daughters I Louisa's 
services in this dilemma were to all inestimable. She 
knew ways and means for every thing. Louisa was 
generally indefatigable in shopping, and dauntless in 
bargaining. She never made any ceremony, had every 
thing pulled down and opened for a yard ot any 
material, and could go to twelve places to get a piece 
of ribbon cheaper or of better quality; for Louisa 
thought much of the quality of tbe goods. She was 
also well known, according to her own, as well as the 
family's opinion, for making successful coups, as it was 
called, which was the same as making a good capture, 
or obtaining excellent things at a wonderful reasonable 
price. For all that, our Louisa was highly respected 
in the shops of the town, and was waited upon with 
the greatest dispatch and attention, whilst Petrea, who 
never bartered for any thing, and always took what was 
put into her hand — that is, when she was alone — ^was 
not in the least esteemed, and always had indifferent 
and dear goods palmed upon her. It is true, that 
Petrea appeared as little as possible in the shops, 
whilst Louisa, who possessed the difficult post of honour 
of a commissioner to all her friends and acquaintances, 
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was almost as much at home there as in her own proper 
department. 

It was unanimously agreed upon, that at the grand 
ball, which was to be given on the day that the family 
would arrive in Axelholm, Sara, Louisa, and Eva, 
should appear in similar attire, viz., in white French 
muslin dresses, scarlet sashes, and roses in their hair. 
Petrea was enraptured with this project, and had no 
doubt that the epithet of " the three graces " would be 
universally awarded to them ; for her own part, she 
would have liked to have been called Venus ; but alas I 
there was no thought of that She studied her face in 
all the glasses ; — " it has its charms after all," thought 
she, " if only the nose could be improved." Something 
of a sky-blue was to be Petrea's ball-dress. The little 
Lady was enraptured with the pink gauze robe which 
her mother had made for her. All were physically and 
morally busy with their toilet." 

PERPLEXITIES. 

A small drizzling rain was falling without, and with 
secret fright Jacobi got sight of Louisa, equipped 
in the " court chaplain " — ^in which she looked very 
unbecoming — ^in order to go out with Eva, under the 
shelter of the " family roof," to seek " successful 
eoupsJ* Meanwhile Sara took her music lesson with 
Schwarz, but had promised Petrea to walk out with 
her in the afternoon, for the purpose of making similar 
*' successful coups" 

« Henric ! I'll tell you what, I ihink we'll go out 
too upon " successful coupf," said Jacobi to his young 
friend ; I want a pair of gloves, and ....*' 
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" And perhaps we might meet with the sisten m 
some of the shops," said Henric, roguishly. 

" Quite right," said Jocohi, laughing. " But, 
Henric, can't you tell your sister Louisa that she 
should not put on that abominable black cloak agtan t 
I assure you, she does not at all look like .... yes^ 
does not at all look well in iL" 

" Don't you think, that I have told her about it 
often ? I have preached so much against that " court- 
preacher," that he ought to have been excommunicated 
long since ; I have declared off walking out any more 
by the side of the " court chaplin," but it's all of no 
avail. He has so ingratiated himself into &vour with 
our most gracious " Senior," that I suppose we shall 
have to amuse ourselves with him all our lives long. 
And what do you think ? I almost believe our cousin 
at Oestanvik likes him." 

** Well, it is plain to see, that she has a wretched 
taste, a real Hottentot-taste ! " 

** Even ; in his liking for Louisa, don't you 
think so ? " 

"Hml" 

At dinner-time the ladies returned from their shop* 
ping, accompanied by the gentlemen from thence, and 
the latter were quietly walking by the side of the 
« court-chaplain." Louisa had heaped honours on 
herself. Never yet had she made such " successful coti;w.*' 

** Look here, sisters, this French lawn for one dollar 
Banco* per yard ! Is it not a charming colour ? I 

* Accounts are kept In Sweden in Riksdaler specie, of 
48 shillingi, subdivided into 1 2 Runstycken, or Ore. 4 4-9 Riks- 
daler specie are equal to £1 sterling in silv«r. The pi^cr 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE HOME. S05 

got twelve shillings abated. And look at these ribbons, 
which I have got for twenty-four shillings per ell ;* 
thirty was the price asked — are they not beautiful? 
Won't they suit splendidly? Is it not an excellent 
bargain. Have you ever heard any thing like it ? Sara, 
if you will go to the same shops as I did, you will get 
every thing for the same price. I have made my bar- 
gain in three places : at Bergvalles and Astroms, and 
for the flowers at Madame Florea." 

Sara thanked her, but said that she had now altered 
her plan. She would not have the same dress as 
Louisa and Eva, but another which she liked better. 

The sisters were somewhat astonished; Louisa a 
little offended. Had they not already quite agreed 
about it ? What was to become of the " three graces?" 

Sara replied, the third grace might be any one that 
would. For her part she could not have the honour. 

The sisters thought Sara very ungracious. 

Eva ran up to Leonora, to shew her her purchases. 

" Look at this rose, Leonora 1 Is it not very pretty ? 
quite like life itself! and these ribbons . . . !" 

** Yes, yes," said Leonora in a low tone, and looked 
sadly at the finery; suddenly, however, she puriied 
them away firom her, so violently, that they fell on the 
floor, and burst out into tears. Eva was quite struck : 
a book had fallen upon her beautiful rose and crushed 

money (which is, at present, almost the only currency of the 
country, and much depreciated,) consists of two sorts ; namely, 
Banco specie and Riksgald notes ; the latter is to the former, 
like S : S } that is, 2 dollars Specie Banco, is equal to 3 Riksgald 
notetf. 
* 60 ElU— 39 yards English. 
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iL For ft moment Eva's team fell upon it, but in the 
next moment they fell upon the sister. 

" Why did you do so, Leonora 7 Ah, you must be 
very ill ; or are you angry with me ?" 

" No, no, Eva! Forgive me. . . . and leave me." 

'' Why so ? Ah, do not cry, do not grieve so I I was 
very silly to come and .... But I bid farewell to all 
the gaiety ; I shall not go to the ball, I shall stop at 
home with you ; only tell me that you love me, and 
that you wish it Only say so, say so 1'* 

** No, no 1" said Leonora, vehemently, turning away 
from her sweet comforter, ** I do not wish it 1 You 
torment me with such proposals of staying at home on 
my account. I know very well, I am not a person, for 
whose sake any one could do it gladly. I am neither 
happy, nor kind. Go, Eva, to the happy, and follow 
them. Leave me. Let me alone, this is all I de- 
sire." 

Weeping, and holding her crushed rose in her hand» 
Eva withdrew. 

When Sara, aflter dinner, was to go out with Petrea 
upon their promised shopping, she was in a very ill- 
humour. She would go, but only for Petrea's sake ; 
or else she would gladly stop at home. She did not 
think of buying anything; she had nothing wherewith 
to make purchases. She would not attend the festival, 
she should have no pleasure there. Nothing In the 
world gives pleasure, if not allowed to have it after one's 
own mind. 

Petrea was quite confounded at this sudden change, 
and sought in every possible way to find out the cause 
of it " But why," inquired she, with tears in her eyes, 
** why won't you be with us t" 
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" Because I do not wish to be with you," replied 
Sara yehemently, " if I cannot do so respectably and 
according to my own way. I do not wish to be mixed 
up with the mass of every-day and common-place peo-< 
pie. There is something in me, which aspires at being 
distinguished and uncommon. Such, I cannot help 
it, is my natural disposition. I will not live in ob^ 
scurity. Rather not live at all." 

" Ah !" exclaimed Petrea, who now comprehended 
what was going on in Saia's mind, and her eyes sud- 
denly beamed with joy ; " ah, is it nothing else ? Dear 
Sara, see, take all I possess ! Take it, I entreat you I Do 
you not believe that it gives me a thousand times more 
pleasure to see you happy and adorned, than if I wore 
the most splendid things in the world 7 Take, best, 
dearest Sara ! On my knees I entreat you, take it 
Then, you kiiow, there will be enough, then you can 
buy what you want, and then you can go with us ; — or 
else all the splendour will not be worth much." 

" Ah, Petrea I and you ?" 

** Oh, I shall trim up my gauze dress a little ; and 
then I shall get some money for a little ribbon. We 
shall manage very well, and besides, it matters little 
how I look. If you are only contented, Sara, and do 
what I beg you." 

*' But may I, can I ? Ah no, Petrea, I find it hard 
to comply 1 The little you have ! . . . And after all it 
will not be sufficient 1" 

*' Oh, yes, make it suffice. We can go to Louisa's 
shops, there we can get every thing so cheap. I shall 
never be happy again if you will not comply with my 
request. — Now then, you are my sweet, dear Sara! 
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Thanki ! Thanks ! Ah, now 1 feel easier in my heart 
Now I shall have no trouble about my toilet. That is 
worth something too." 

The bird upon the rocking branch does not feel 
lighter than Petrea, when she went out with Sara, who 
was less happy, but never had yet felt more kindly 
towards Petrea. With Petrea's ribbon purchases it 
went thus : 

On passing a gingerbread stall, she saw a little chim- 
ney-sweeper, who was casting the most loving looks 
upon a couple of rosy apples, and Petrea could not 
resist the impulse of making him a present of them, 
and she felt herself more than compensated, when she 
saw the lad's white teeth displayed with joy out of ihe 
blackness which surrounded them, first shown to her and 
then seize the juicy fruit Her own mouth even watered 
at the sight, and as she now, still standing at the stall, 
got sight of such beautiful bergamot pears — The 
favourite fruit of her mother — and such splendid 
oranges — a treat for Leonora — the consequence was 
that Petrea's reticule was filled with fruit, and the 
ribbons — for that truly the money would not suffice. 
'* But Louisa had so many old ribbons" said Petrea to 
herself consolingly ; " I dare say she will lend me some." 
Petrea thought, as do all bad housekeepers. 

When Sara and Petrea returned from their shopping, 
Louisa soon saw that what Sara had bought exceeded her 
means, and even what Louisa justly considered suita- 
ble for a young girl in her station. She looked, without 
saying a word, at the rich white silk, the blue gauze 
for the tunic, the beautiful yellow and white asters for 
the head-dress, and what more of ornaments, which 
Sara spread out not without vain delight 
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" What have you bought, Petrea ?'• inquired now 
Louisa. 

Petrea replied blushing, that she had not bought any 
thing yet 

By and bye Petrea came to Louisa and begged her, 
with some timidity, to lend her some ribbons. 

" My dear Petrea," said Louisa displeased, " I want 
my ribbons for myself, and besides, you received money 
as well as I and the others, to buy all you want.'* 

Petrea was silent, and tears came into her eyes. 

*' I could not think, Louisa," said Sara violently, 
" that you could be so avaricious as to refuse a few old 
ribbons, which I am sure you do not want at all." 

" And I, Sara," replied Louisa, in the same tone, 
** I could never have thought that you could so abuse 
Petrea's good nature and weakness for your own bene- 
fit, as to rob her of her share, and this only for the 
gratification of your own vanity. I find this moreover 
very blameablc, inasmuch as it leads to expenditure, 
which far exceeds the means of our parents." 

** Sara has asked nothing from me 1" exclaimed 
Petrea warmly, *' it was my wish, I have compelled 
her . . ." 

" Moreover, Sara," continued Louisa with severity, 
" I must tell you, that the style of dress which you 
have chosen, does not seem to me at all becoming or 
modest. I am almost convinced that Schwarz has 
misled you to deviate from our first project, and I must 
tell you, my dear Sara, that were I in your place, I 
should never permit such a person to have influence 
over me ; and this is not the only point wherein your 
conduct towards Schwarz docs not appear to be what 

O. VOL. I. 
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it ought, nor becoming to the dignity of a woman, and 
as I should wish to see in my sister. It pains me to 
mention this." 

** Oh, you are over-kind!" said Sara, with a proud 
toss of her head and a scornful smile ; " but do not give 
yourself any concern about that, Louisa, for I assure 
you, that I care very little what pleases you, or 
not" 

" So much the worse for you, Sara, that you care so 
little about those who are your real friends. Moreover 
I am not the only one who disapproves of your con- 
nection with Schwarz, Eva . . ." 

" Yes, Sara," interrupted Eva blushing, " I likewise 
think that you do not by any means behave to him as 
is becoming a . . ." 

'* Sisters! " said Sara, violently and proudly, ''you 
are not capable of judging as to what is becoming in 
me, you have no right to censure my conduct, and I 
shall not suffer . . . . " 

" I think 80 too," cried Petrea, warmly, — when our 
mother says nothing, no one else has any right . . . . " 

'* Silence, dear Petrea, you do not understand, and 
are blind to .... " 

In this moment of disagreement and confusion, just 
as all the sisters began to speak at once with voices 
full of indignation and reproach, a profound, plaintive 
sigh was heard, which suddenly silenced them, and 
turned the looks of all towards the door of the cabinet 
The mother stood there with her hands pressed against 
her breast, pale, and with an expression of anguish in 
her countenance, which with a sting of conscience 
penetrated instantly into the breasts of the daught«:rs. 
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Wheii all were silent, she walked up softljr to them, 
and said with emotion : 

" My dear girls ! wherefore, ah, wherefore is all this ? 
No! no explanations at present, there is something 
wrong on both sides, perhaps on many. But why this 
bitterness, this incautious utterance of cruel words? 
Ah 1 you know not what you are doing. You know 
not what a hell it is in the power of sisters to prepare 
for one another, when they cherish such a disposition. 
You know not how provocation and harshness may 
grow into a dreadful habit between them, how they may 
become tormentors to one another, and embitter each 
other's lives. And yet it may be otherwise 1 Sisters 
may be like beneficent angels to each other, and the 
family-home, like a heaven upon earth 1 Ah, think 
of this, think of labouring every day, every hour, for the 
establishment of your future happiness 1 Remember 
that you will either make your days sweet and glorious, 
or else bitter, according to your own present conduct 
My dear girls I consider that it is in your power to 
make your parents, your family, yourselves, very happy 
or very miserable ! 

The daughters were silent and affected by the deep 
feeling, which was expressed in the mother's words, in 
her pale face, in her tearful looks. They felt deeply 
the truth of all she had said. Petrea, with a stream of 
tears, ran out. Sara followed her quietly. Eva clang 
to her mother caressingly, but Louisa said : 

" I have said nothing but the truth. It is not my 
fault that the truth is disagreeable to her." 

" Ah, Louisa 1 " replied the mother, " this saying is 
constantly heard in the world, yet for all that there 
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is 80 much discord and hatred between those who say 
so. It is this blind belief in one's own infallibility, it 
is that harsh and presumptuous way of correcting 
people, which provokes their pride and renders the 
truth unpalatable. Truth is indeed pure and beautiful 
in itself; why should we invest it with garments which 
disgust? I know you only wish what is good and 
proper ; — ^my dear girl I he who truly strives for the 
end, " will well consider the means too." 

" Am I then to dissemble ? am I to conceal my 
thoughts, and be silent to what I believe to be wrong ? 
It may be wise, it is true, but it certainly is not right 
as a Christian. 

*' Try to become a true Christian in mind, my child, 
and you will easily find the means to do what is right 
in a proper and effectual manner ; you will learn to 
speak the truth without doing violence or wounding 
the feelings of others. A truly pure, truly charitable 
mind will never injure others, not even in trifles. It 
is not therefore necessary that we should be silent, when 
we ought to speak, but ,..,** 

" Cest le toUf qui fait cJianson J Is it not so ? Ha, 
ha, ha!" joined Madame Gunilla, with a shrill voice, 
who had just entered unnoticed, and thereby put an 
end to the conversation. Immediately afterwards the 
Assessor also entered, and Madame Gunilla and he 
immediately fell into a conversation, although not as 
usual, into a quarrel with each other. Madame Gunilla 
confided to him her troubles about Pyrrhus ; she was 
quite distressed about the little animal, which for some 
time past had had a pain in its foot, which in spite of 
all remedies, was growing worse and worse. Madame 
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Gunilla was at a loss to know what to do with her little 
favourite. The Assessor offered, very kindly, to take 
him under his care. He said he had been far more 
successful in his life-time in curing dogs than men ; 
and dogs were, in fact, far more agreeable and pleas* 
anter patients. Madam Gunilla was heartily delighted 
with this offer. It was settled Pyrrhus was to be taken 
to the Assessor the following morning. 

The family was assembling to tea, and Madame 
Gunilla soon saw that there was something not exactly 
right among the members. She said to Elise, ** listen 
to me now, my little Elise ! I am aware there will be 
some festivities, and balls, and treats, yonder at — dear, 
bless me, what do they call it ? And the young folks 
here are all to be present on the occasion, and to shine, 
of course 1 Now if there be any embarrassment re- 
specting the toilets or finances, and I can be of any 
service, I wish you will tell me so candidly. Surely 
there is no mystery — it is easy to guess — young girls I — 
Here a rosette is wanting, and there a rosette is want- 
ing, and one thing and another, dearest. It is such a 
very natural thing — I know all that so exactly — ^now, 
tell me .... " 

Elise expressed her cordial thanks, but would not 
accept this offer. The daughters were to learn betimes 
to restrict their wishes to their means. 

Madame Gunilla : ** Yes, yes ! But I shall teach 
them, my dear friend, that there is no rule without an 
exception ; and should there be any little things want- 
ing, then — think of me." 

Madame Gunilla was to-day so kind and happily dis- 
posed : she looked like a person who is conscious of 
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having made some of her fellow-creatures happy. The 
Assessor could not possibly get into a dispute with her* 
She rejoiced in the thought of that country, to which 
she would soon repair, of the Spring, which was ra- 
pidly approaching, of the fair prospect to come. The 
Assessor did not rejoice at all. At such a disagreeable 
Spring, he thought there was nothing whatever to re- 
joice. Perfectly impossible to live in such a climate^ 
and it must be the will of Providence for man not to 
live at all, or else such Springs would not be sent Or 
could a man plant potatoes in the ice? How is it 
possible for a man to set potatoes at all this year ? And 
if there be no potatoes, then nothing else would be 
left but to starve, which he dared say, was about the best 
part of the whole affair of life. 

Madame Gunilla, for her part, was much obliged to 
him. She had a great wish to live. Providence would^ 
no doubt, take care that she should have potatoes. 
With an expression of hearty sympathy, she gazed at 
the disquiet and troubled faces of the young girU. 

** When little Eva gets to be as old as I," said she, 
patting her softly upon her white shoulders, " she will 
care no more for the things which are now such a 
trouble to her." 

*'Ah I if one were only sixty years old." exclaimed 
Eva, smiling, although with a tear in her eye. 

** You will come to it, you will come to it ! ha, ha, ha !" 
were Madame Gunilla's words of comfort "Why, 
dearest, they will pass over before you are aware of it. 
But now, be happy and cheerful. Amuse yourelf well at 
— dear, bless me, what do they call the place ? — and then 
come to me and tell me all about it. Do that like a good 
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girl, and then I shall get a share of the feast too, al- 
though I cannot be present on the occasion. That's 
all on account of the enviable sixty years, my dear 
Eva ! ha, ha, ha !" The sun went down bright and 
splendid. Madame Gunilla went to the window, and 
performed a little salutation to the sun, as he was 
greeting her with his rays, which were breaking through 
the trees and shining in the church-yard. " It looks 
as if we are to have another fine day to-morrow,'* said 
Madame Gunilla to herself, and smiled softly, and 
looked happy. 

Youth and old age are generally placed in contrast, as 
the light and the heavy seasons of life. But has not 
every time of day, every age its owh youth, its own, 
new, charming life, if its spirit be only rightly under- 
stood. Yes, the aged man, who has gathered virtuous 
recollections to cheer his evening hours, is in many 
respects happier than those in early life, who stand 
with restless hearts at the outset of their passage. 
No passions becloud his coffee cup, no restless efforts 
disturb his placid talk of twilight ; all the little com- 
forts of life are so happily, so carefully enjoyed, and 
with greater confidence than ever he throws all cares 
for the present and future upon Him who careth for us. 
He whose faithfulness has been tried and verified 1 

EXTRICATION FROM PERPLEXITY. 

** There are certainly too many bitter almonds in this 
milk ; I cannot relish it at all," said £lise, as she was 
setting down her glass of almond-milk, and sighing — 
but not about the almond-milk. 

''Rejoice over us, dear mother," whispered Eva, 
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tenderly, "we are all now reconciled again." The 
mother saw it in their lovely, sparkling eyes; she read 
it in Louisa's calm look, as the latter turned round 
from the table, where she was occupied assisting Sara 
with her tunic, and looked at her mother. Elise nodded 
to her, and and Eva joyfully drank to their health, her 
almond- milk, which now seemed to have suddenly 
become quite sweet ; such was the happy look of the 
mother, as she was setting down the glass. 

''Dear mamma!" said Gabriele, '* we certainly must 
do what we can for Petrea*s toilet, or else she will not be 
fit to be seen." 

But Louisa very quietly took Petrea's gauze dress, sat 
up with it till after midnight, and so trimmed it up with 
her own ribbons and laces, that it looked more beauti- 
ful than it ever had been. 

Petrea kissed her clever hand for it Eva .... we 
shall be silent yet awhile about her arriangements ; — 
but do you know— oh, you surely know them, the 
zephyrs, which waft spring into the land of the soul, 
and cause flowers to spring up and purify, and render 
the air so lovely ; you surely know them, those little, 
easy, quiet, unassuming, almost invisible, and yet so 
powerfully influential — in a word, the kindnesses upon 
the earth 1 

Afcer these had taken up their abode in the Frank 
family, we see nothing that could hinder the joyful 
pleasure party. Yes, there is one thing ; it is true 

petrea's mose. 

This was, as has often been remarked, large an<i 
somewhat clumsy. Petrea had a great desire to im- 
ove it, especially for the coming festivities. 
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" What have you done with your nose ? — What is the 
matter with your nose ? — What ails your nose 2" were 
the questions with which Petrea was stormed from all 
quarters, when she came down to breakfast on the day 
before the departure. 

Half laughing, half crying, Petrea related of the in- 
nocent machinery which she had made use of during 
the night, in order to alter the shape of her nose a 
little, and the consequence of which, was a fiery-red 
bridge across the nose, and a considerable swelling of 
the same. 

The mother immediately applied fomentations of 
oatmeal. " Don't cry, my dear little girl,** said she, 
during the operation ; " your nose will only be more 
inflamed by it." 

" Ah I" burst out Petrea, "what a truly unfortunate 
thing it is to have such a nose. What in the world is 
one to do with it ? There is nothing else left but to go 
into a * nunnery.' " 

''It is better," said the mother, ** to do as a friend 
of mine did, who had a very large nose ; yes, I am 
sure, a much larger one than you." 

" Well, and what did she do ?" 

'' She made herself so agreeable, that her nose was 
thought agreeable too. Her friends maintained, that 
they saw nothing with greater pleasure than her nose, 
when it came out of the door, and that they would not 
like to be without her on any account" 

Petrea laughed, and said, quite cheered : '* Ah 1 if 
my nose could be so liked, I should be good friends 
with it too." 

" You must strive to out grow it," said the kind, 
prudent mother, in a joke full of meaning. 
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THE TRAVELLING DAT. 

All was in active motion on the morning of the 
travelling day. The Assessor sent Eva a large nosegay 
of beautiful real flowers, which she immediately divided 
among her sisters. The Lagman in a fit of activity, 
himself packed up the things of his wife and daughters, 
and maintained that no one could do it better than he, 
and that no one could get so many things into a trunk, 
as he. The latter was readily granted ; but some op- 
position arose with respect to the excellency of. the 
packing. The ladies maintained that he was rumpling 
their clothes dreadfully ; the Lagman maintained there 
was no fear of injury to them, that all would be right 
enough, then he stood in his shirt sleeves hard at work, 
and (hropping with perspiration over the trunk, blustered 
a little at each article of dress which was handed to 
him, but shouted immediately after : 

" Have you any more, girls ? — I have room for more 
yet. — Only give it here I — Only look! — That there, and 
that there, and that there, and .... Well, J do declare ! 
there seems to be no end to your things. Give it mcj 
my girl ! Let it alone, child ! I shall put it right, never 
fear. What's the matter with that? Tumbled? Well, 
it may be tumbled out again. Are there no irons in 
the world ? What do you say ? That's right, my girl ! 
Have you any more ? I can get more in yet." 

They wished to set out immediately after dinner, so 
as to be able to arrive in time for the evening ball at 
Axelholm, situated about two miles from the town. 
At dinner-time all the trunks were packed, and all the 
minds easy, especially that of the Lagman, who yraB sq 
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coQtented with his morning's work, that he almost com- 
municated his satisfaction even to those, who at first 
were less satisfied with it Petrea, to he lighter for the 
dance, only ate an ice-cake with whipped cream. 

" Whatever you do, my friends," entreated the Lag- 
man, '* he ready precisely at half-past three; the carri- 
ages will then be at the door. IioD*t let me have to 
wait for you I" 

Precisely at half-past tfaree the Lagman went to the 
doors of his wife and his daughters. " Mother t — girls I 
it is time to be off. The clock has struck half-past 
three ! The carriages are at the door I" 

" Directly ! directly I*' were the replies proceeding 
from all quarters. The Lagman waited. He knew 
from experience what this ** directly" meant — In his 
fever of punctuality, his blood already began to boil ; 
he paced up and down the hall with great steps, whilst 
talking to himself: '< It really is dreadful that they 
never can get ready ! But, I wiU not be angry ; though 
they vex me, still I will not spoil their pleasure. But 
one ought to have more patience than Job !" 

Whilst he was thus talking to himself, he heard the 
voice of his wife saying in a tone of decision in the 
library : ** Come now, dear girls ! For Heaven's sake 
do not keep your father waiting ; you know very well 
how annoying it is to him. . . ." 

** But he did not say anything the day before yester*- 
day," Petrea's voice was heard saying, " where he also 
had to wait for us. (I don't know what I have done 
with my gloves.") 

'* That is the very reason why he should not wait s^ 
minute longer to-day, (wd neyer again in future, igi i»r 
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as I can help it. If you are not ready now, J shall 
leave you." The mother hastened, all the daughters 
hastened, cheerfully skipping after her. The Lagman 
pleasurably observed, that love is more effectual than 
fear. Soon all were seated in the carriage. We will 
let them roll on, and will pay a short visit 

TO LEONORA'S ROOM. 

Leonora sat alone. She supported her sick head on 
her hand. She had conquered her feelings so far as to 
be able, pleasantly, to reply to the parting kisses of her 
mother and sisters ; she had seen how they endeavoured 
to conceal the joy betrayed in their countenances. She 
had especially been pained by a look of sly pleasure, 
only partially concealed, in her mother and Eva. She 
had heard their happy voices on the stairs ; then the 
rolling of the carriages. Now they were gone ; now 
every thing was still and desolate in the house, and 
large tears now ran down Leonora's cheeks. She ap- 
peared to herself so forsaken, so neglected, so lonely in 
the world, when suddenly the door opened, a smiling 
face peeped gently in, and a light, beautiful figure came 
jumping along through the room to her, kissed her, 
laughed, and looked with sly'affection, into her astonished 
face. 

"Eva!" exclaimed Leonora, scarcely trusting her 
eyes, " Eva, is it you ? How ? . . . . Where do you 
come from ? Did you not leave with the rest ?" 

" No, as you see. I am here, and intend to remain 
here," replied Eva, whilst she embraced her sister, 
laughed, and looked happy. 

"But why ? what is the meaning of all this ?" 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE HOUE. 221... 

" The meaning is, that I would rather be with you 
than elsewhere. I have given up Axelholm and all its 
glories !** 

" Ah ! why have you done so ? It was by no means 
my wish." 

*• Then I did wish it, and on that very account I put 
on my travelling dress like the rest, and took leave of 
you with them. I wished to deceive you, do you see. 
Are you angry with me for it ? You must make up 
your mind to it now : for now you won't get rid of me. 
Do give me a little pleasant look, Leonora I" 

" I cannot do so, Eva, for you have deprived yourself 
of a great pleasure on my account, and I know that it 
must be a trial to you. I know that my company is 
not at all agreeable and pleasant, and that you cannot 
love me or have any pleasure with me, and so far I can 
take no pleasure in your sacrifice. It is your place to 
be with the gay and happy, ah ! had you but gone with 
them !" 

" If you would not make me cry, then do not speak 
so I Ah, you little know how the thought of giving 
up all these festivities to be alone with you, has made 
me feel so happy for many days. And this only because 
I love you, Leonora ; yes, because I feel as if I could 
love you more than all the others — yes, do not shake 
your head — it is so for all that ! It can't be helped." 

**Ah, why should you love me? I am so little 
worthy of love, because so far from amiable. For no 
one likes me ; no one finds pleasure in me. Gladly 
would I die. Ah, I often think, dying would be so 
sweet!" 

** How can you talk so, Leonora ? That's not right^ ' 
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Would you wish to cause my father, and mother, and 
me» and us all, such a dreadful grief?" 

" Ah, you and your sisters would soon comfort your- 
selves. My mother does not like me as much as the 
rest, nor my father either. Ottilie R. said the other 
day, that it was commonly talked of, my not being 
liked by either my father or my mother I" 

" Fie I that was wicked and wrong of Ottilie. I am 
sure of it, that our parents love us all alike dearly. 
Have you ever observed them make any unjust dis- 
tinction between us ?" 

" Not that exactly ! They are too kind and good for 
that. But do you think, I do not observe with what an 
entirely different expression the father's look is fixed 
to what it has when it rests on you, or Louisa ? Do you 
think I do not feel, how cool, and sometimes forced, 
the kiss is, which my mother gives me, compared with 
the many, which, from the fullness of her heart, she 
gives to you, or Gabriele 7 But I do not complain of 
injustice ,* I very well perceive that it cannot be other- 
wise. Nature has made me so disagreeable that it is 
impossible to like me. Ah I happy indeed is he, whose 
appearance is pleasing. He gains the good-will of men, 
if he only shews himself. It is so easy to him to be 
amiable and beloved, but difficult, very difficult for 
those who have been so slighted as I ... " 

** But, dear Leonora, I assure you, you are unjust 
towards yourself, Your figure, for instance, is very 
good indeed ; and your eyes — have something so ex- 
pressive, something both gentle and earnest ; your hair 
is fine, and is of '& beautiful brown colour ; it would 
make you look so well if it were put in better order : 
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but wait ! WheA yoii get better, I shall help you with 
it, and you shall see " 

" And my mouth which goes from ear to ear, and my 
nose so flat and so long, how will you help them V* 

" Your mouth ! well, it is a little large, to be sure, 
but your teeth are so regular, and may, I am sure, with 
a little more attention, become quite white. And your 
nose — ^let me see I — ^yes, if there were a little elevation, 
a little bend in it, it would do very well too ; let us 
see I I really believe it begins to raise itself a little I 
yes, upon my word I I see very clearly the beginning 
of a little curve. And do you know, if this happens, 
and you get better, and in consequence a little fresher 
complexion, I do believe that you will really be 
pretty." 

" Ah, I never can believe that ! " said Leonora, 
sighing, whilst an involuntary smile, at the same time, 
brightened up her countenance. 

" And if even you should not be so very handsome, 
yet undoubtedly you may nevertheless become very 
charming, lliere is really something very peculiar in 
you ; and I heard my father make this very remark the 
other day." 

*' Did he really say so ? " Leonora's face continued 
to glow brighter and brighter. 

" Yes, to be sure ! Ah, Leonora, what is beauty ? 
It will some day surely pass away, will at last be laid 
into the black earth and turn to dust; and even whilst 
yet in its bloom, it is by no means sufficient of itself to 
make us either beloved or happy. Real worth it cer- 
tainly has not." 

Never bad the value of beauty been disparaged by 
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more lovely lips. Leonora looked at Eva, and sighed. 
Eva continued : 

** No, Leonora, do not trouble yourself about being 
handsome. This may indeed sometimes be agree- 
able, but it is certainly not necessary, to be beloved 
and happy. I am convinced, if you should never grow 
at all handsomer than you are now, you might never- 
theless, if you wished, be as liked and beloved in your 
own way as are own the handsomest girls in the world." 

" Ah ! if I could only but be loved by my nearest 
relations I How heavenly to be beloved by one's own 
family." 

** But that you may, you will, if you yourself only 
wish it ! Ah, if you were only at all times, as you are 
sometimes. And you are indeed improving; and I 
love you more and more, and with infinite tenderness." 

*^ Oh, dear Eva I " said Leonora, deeply affected, 
whilst calmly leaning on her sister, " little indeed 
have I deserved this from you. But there shall be a 
change with me in future. I will become such as you 
would have me, I will strive to become kind and 
amiable." 

*' And then you will become so pretty, so beloved, 
and so happy, that it will be a blessing ! But now you 
must come down with me into Louisa's room and mine. 
There something awaits you, and you must have a little 
change of air. Come, come !" 

" Ah, how charming!" was Leonora's ejaculation, as 
she entered Eva's. room. And in fact, nothing could be 
imagined more charming than the little habitation of 
peace, adorned with the innocent devices of love. The 
most lovely odours of fresh flowers fill the air, and the sun 
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cast his pleasant reflection upon the table near the 
sofa, where a basket of beautiful fruit shone temptingly 
in the midst of a number of neat and tastefully arranged 
trifles. The whole room afforded a picture of sweet 
repose. 

** Here, dear Leonora," exclaimed Eva, " you will 
make your abode on this occasion, it will do you good 
to leave your room for awhile, and see now, here are 
presents for you from every one. This gothic church 
of bronze, is from Jacobi ; it is a lamp, look ! — the light 
comes through the windows of the church ; how beau- 
tiful ! This evening we will light it up. And these 
fruits, look, those beautiful grapes ! Henric and Petrea 
have invented these. The engravings are from our 
father, and Louisa has worked you those slippers, and 
the little young lady she — *' 

Leonora clapped her hands together. " Is it possi- 
ble,'* said she, " that every one of you should have 
thought so much of me ? Oh, how kind you are, ah, too 
kind !" 

" No, do not cry, Leonora ! you must not cry ; you 
should be joyful. Do you see how dear you are to all 
of us ! But the best of the treat is yet to come. 
Look at this new novel by Miss Edgeworth ! Our 
mother has given us this to read together. I shall read 
to you aloud till midnight, if you like. Louisa has 
prepared a little delicious supper for us, which we shall 
have brought us up here." 

" We will enjoy ourselves heartily in our way ! Take 
now a few of those large grapes from that bunch, I 
will take the others. To the health of the king ! Oh, 
splendid, glorious !" 

p. VOL. I. 
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Whilst the sisters are enjoying their innocent feast, 
we will see how things are going on at 

AXELHOLM. 

Not at every ball do things pass off so enviably easy 
and unconstrained as at one given by the burgers in 
the little excellent town * * * V^^t where the bakers' 
and confectioners' wives were seen waltzing together, 
and truly in opposite ways, and the rest said ; " It's no 
matter, if they only get on !" Oh no ! such simplicity 
is very rarely met with, and least of all in that innocent 
way, to which I myself can bear testimony. There, as 
elsewhere, at great balls, the barriers of etiquette render 
it impossible to move without a thousand ceremonies, 
compliments, civilities, formalities, and whatever else 
they may be called, which, together, composes a con- 
siderable amount of difficulties. The grand ball at 
Axelholm was likewise not without its pretensions, 
and therefore not without its difficulties of formality. 
To these it was owing that many of the gentlemen who 
had for dancing considered themselves too old, or too 
— to dance, and that therefore many of the dancing 
ladies were not able to dance, as, on account of the 
threatening eye-glasses of the gentlemen, they had not 
exactly courage to dance together. Nevertheless the 
sun appears as full of joy. The large dancing-room is 
splendidly illuminated, and a numerous company as- 
sembled therein. It is the moment immediately pre- 
ceding the dancing. The gentlemen are standing in a 
large group in the centre of the room, from whence 
they are dispersing in direct or circuitous lines towards 
the circle of the ladies. 
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' Like flowers upoQ a border, the latter are sitting 
upon benches round about the room ; most of them in 
bashful quietness, whilst some in the consciousness of 
their zephyr-like nimbleness, were flying up and down 
the room like butterflies. All look happy, all chatter 
together with that vivacity, that mutual, kindly dis- 
position, which the sight of so much beauty, combined 
with the consciousness of looking their best, together 
with the anticipation of pleasure inspires. Now the 
music struck up, now young hearts began to beat with 
more or less excitement ; now invitations to dance were 
made amidst pushings of servants, who were perpetually 
handing about the tea, which had been refused by the 
young ladies. Here many young girls were seen sur« 
rounded by a crowd, studying the dancing engagements 
marked upon the ivory^ of their fans, and refusing the 
urgent requests for the third, fourth, fifth — yes, even 
to the twelfth dance, but condescending graciously to 
promise the thirteenth, which, perhaps, may never 
come; whilst others near them are waiting quietly 
and undisturbed, to say a thankful and willing "yes" 
to the first person who asks them. Among the many 
thus surrounded, and asked to dance, we behold Sara, 
and likewise Louisa ; with them vied the three Misses 
Abendstem, Isabella, Stella, and Aurora, who kept 
constantly around the chair of the Countess Sonnen- 
strahl, which was planted before the pier-glass in the 
back ground of the room. 

Among those waiting in the sweetest peace, we find 
our Petrea, who with her band of Scotch pearls in her 
hair, and a certain bloom^of innocence and kindness 
in her young face, looked most unusually well. Her 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



228 THE HOME. 

heart beat with indescribable desire to be asked to dance. 
'* Ah V* sighed she, when she saw two most elegant 
young gentlemen — the Brothers B. — walking before the 
line of the ladies, and surveying them through their eye- 
glasses. Their lorquettes lingered for a moment upon 
Petrea; then the one whispered something into the 
ear of the other, both Emiled and passed on ; Petrea felt 
herself disconcerted , she knew not rightly wherefore. 
"Now!" thought she, when she saw Lieutenant S. 
quickly approaching her. But Lieutenant S. asked 
Miss T., and Petrea was left where she was. The 
music played the merry Anglahe, Petrea's feet 
iSdgetted and beat for a dance. '* Ah/' thouq^ht she, 
** were I a man, I should ask Petrea I'' The Anglaise 
floated by close to Petrea' s nose. 

** Where is Eva ?" inquired Jeremias Munter, in a 
violent and displeased tone, of Louisa, in the pause 
between the Anglaise and waltz. 

** She has remained at home with Leonora. She was 
determined to stay." 

" How stupid I What did I come here for ?" 

** Why, that is impossible for me to say,*' answered 
Louisa, smiling. 

" Is it ?" replied the Assessor; " well, then, I will 
tell you, sister Louisa. I came here expressly to see 
Eva dance ; wholly and solely on that account and no 
other. What a stupid trick to stop at home ! You had 
better all of you have stopped at home together ; you 
yourself, dear sister, included. Petrea, there ! what 
has she to do here ? J have always disliked her, but 
now I cannot endure her, as she has not understand- 
ing enough to stop at home instead of Eva ; and this 
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little curl-head, who dances with great people just as if 
she were a real woman, could not she have had sugar 
plums and stopped at home, instead of doing great 
here ? You are all tiresome together ; and such feasts 
are the most horrible things I know of!" 

Laughing ai this sally, Louisa glided away in the 
waltz with Jacobi and the Countess Sonnenstrahl — the 
sun of the ball — said, as they were wafting past: 
"Charming! charming!" 

Before this pair, whose dance was distinguished by 
its light movement, another swept past in wild circles, 
which attracted the notice of all ; it was Sara, with the 
boisterous Schwarz. Her really dazzling beauty, her 
style of dress, her proud demeanour, her lightning eyes, 
excited a universal exclamation of surprise and admira- 
tion. Looking at her, Petrea forgot that she was still 
left alone. Petrea thought she had never yet seen any 
thing more captivating than Sara in the whirling of the 
waltzers. But the Countess Sonnenstrahl, in her chair, 
said nothing about this pair; it was, moreover, thought 
that a look of disapprobation was observable in her. 
The Abendsterns sailed along with greater haughtiness 
than before. 

After the waltz, Elise went up to Sara. " My dear 
girl," said she kindly, but seriously, ** You must not 
dance in such a manner, your breast will not be able 
to bear it — How warm you are ! You positively are 
burning with heat !" 

" That is my atmosphere !" replied Sara, smiling ; 
"it agrees with me excellently!" 

" I entreat you, sit down this dance ! It is really 
injurious to make yourself so hot!" 
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** This dance ! Impossible I I have engaged myself 
for it with Colonel H." 

" Then do not dance, at least the next waltz, and if 
you wish to do me a favour, then do not dance with 
Schwarz. He waltzes in such a wild manner, and that 
is prejudicial to your health ; nor is it either becoming 
or pretty." 

" He, indeed, is the very person with whom I feel 
pleasure in dancing," replied Sara, insolently and 
proudly, whilst drawing herself up ; wounded and dis- 
pleased the mother repaired back to her place. 

The Countess Sonnenstrahl complimented Elise on 
her children. " They are really the ornaments of the 
ball," said she ; " charming. And the young gentle- 
man, your son, a very nice young man, so handsome 
and comme t/ /au^; charming! A charming ball!" 
Isabella Abendstem cast piercing looks on the hand- 
some Henric. 

"What mad sort of a dance is this?" said Assessor 
Munter, whilst with much appearance of weariness 
and ill-humour he seated himself by the side of Eve- 
lina. " Well, did you ever see, how they fly about, 
jump, and tire themselves, as if it were not possible to 
get thin without that ? Good gracious I how stupid it 
looks, and how ugly ! I wonder what pleasure they 
can find in it! To some it seems regular hard work, 
others seem in a fit of phrenzy, and others only in a 
sort of affectation. No, I'll go my way, for I shall get 
mad and hjrpochondriacal, if I look at this excessive 
folly much longer." 

" If Eva Frank had been one of the party, you 
would not have thought so 1" said Evelina, with an 
arch smile. 
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" Eva l" replied the Assessor, whilst a soft brightness 
spread over his countenance, and his eye suddenly 
sparkled. ** Eva I indeed, I should think so. To see 
her dance is to behold the personification of harmony. 
Ah 1 it is a refreshment to my mind only to see her 
figure, her walk, the least of her movements ; and then 
to know, that this harmony, this beauty, is not mere 
varnish, not merely external, but the true expression 
of her soul ! — In her company I find myself truly 
happy, and feel a really pleasurable desire to thank 
her for the feeling with which she inspires me. She 
is indeed my benefactress ! I assure you : it, so to 
speak, reconciles me to men and to myself, to be able 
to feel thus towards a fellow creature. I cannot des- 
cribe how delightful this is, whilst one is generally 
only teazed and vexed about these so-called master- 
pieces of our Maker." 

" But, best friend, why are you so 7 Most men have 
indeed, notwithstanding ..." 

**Ah! only don't make yourself into an angel of 
compassion for them, in order to exalt yourself above 
me whilst speaking in general terms ; for then I shall 
be obliged to be vexed with you too ! And still you 
are one of those whom I like best Why am I vexed 7 
Stupid question ! Why are people stupid and tedious, 
and withal make even a great fuss with their stupidity 7 
And why am I to be such a peevish person, I, worse 
than all the rest, and to have a pair of evil eyes, solely 
because I perceive the weaknesses and perversities in the 
world 7 I may have my good reasons for it. If one 
happens to have tumbled into the world contrary to 
all order and christian usage, to have seen at his cradle 
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neither father nor mother ; to have heard nothing, seen 
nothing, learned nothing, which would be in the 
least useful or instructive, then one can't be said 
tu have made a very pleasant entrance into the world. 
And then to be called Munter (jolly) into the bargain I 
Well, upon my word I Munter I If they had called me 
Blamius or Scarnius, or Grumblearius, or Murmur- 
arius, or Rhubarberius, there might have been some 
sense in the thing ; but Munter ! Now, tell me, J en- 
treat you, is it not enough to make a man hypochon- 
driacal and ill-tempered all his life long ? And then to 
be born into the world with a continual snuffling, and 
since then not to be able to look up to heaven without 
sneezing ; do you find that Munter, (jolly) or edifying ? 
Well, and then ! after I have worked myself through 
school and book-dust, and Anatomy Hall, and have 
got so far as to hate all this right heartily, and to fall 
in love with the beautiful in nature as well as in art, 
then I am to thank my stars into the bargain, that 1 
can earn my daily bread, by perpetually contemplating 
and attending on all the loathsomeness and misery in 
the world, and daily to have to do with the jaundices 
and chlorosies, and consumptions ! It is not likely that 
I should become any thing else but ill-tempered. Yes, 
were it not that there are lilies upon earth and stars 
in heaven, and above them some one who must be 
glorious — and were there not among men, the human 
rose, Eva, the fair, charming Eva, then . . . ." The 
Assessor paused, a tear stood in his eye ; but the ex- 
pression of it suddenly changed, when he got sight of 
not less than five young girls — ^they were now dancing 
the Choice — and among them the three charming 
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Misses Abendsterns, who with arch mien had grouped 
themselves together, and were dancing up to him. 
He gave them one of his fiercest looks, rose up quickly, 
and ran away. 

Sara danced the second waltz with Schwarz still 
more energetically than the first. Elise turned away 
her eyes from her with inward displeasure ; but Petrea's 
heart beat from a secret desire for a lively dance, 
the swinging motions of which, she followed with a 
glittering eye. " Oh 1" thought «»he, " happy he who 
may be permitted to fly through life in such a joy- 
ful whirl." 

It was the sixth dance. Petrea was still sitting out. 
She felt her nose grow red and swell. " Now then," 
thought she, " farewell to all hopes of a dance! Now I am 
getting ugly, and no one will think of looking at me." 
At this instant she was struck with the looks of her 
mother, which were directed upon her, with a certain 
expression of uneasiness. At the sight of this Petrea 
felt as if a dagger ran through her heart ; at the same 
lime, however, that heart struggled to resist those de- 
pressed feelings, which were now ready to overpower 
her. "It is very unpleasant," thought she, "but it 
cannot be helped, and is not my fault. I dare say I 
shall get over it. And as no one seems disposed to 
give me any pleasure, I shall seek some for myself." 

Scarcely had Petrea formed this resolution, when she 
felt herself quite inspirited ; the spirit of independence 
and liberty arose in her. She felt capable of fetching 
down the chandeliers from the ceiling, and more able 
to perform such a feat than to sit still, whilst she saw 
so many full of life and spirits moving gaily around 
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her. At this instant an elderly gentleman with a tea- 
cup in his hand rose from a seat opposite Petrea. In a 
fit of politeness Petrea rushed up to him to assist him 
to set his cup down. The latter, emharrassed, drew 
back, and held fast the cup, which Petrea, with a most 
polite and ready ** Allow me !" offered to take from 
him. Thus they contended for the cup, the gentleman 
with repeated bows, Petrea with repeated curtsies, 
until a couple, whirling past, gave the ceremonious 
parties a push, whereby a torrent from the tea-cup 
revealed to Petrea that it was by no means — as she had 
imagined — empty ; embarrassed and frightened, she let 
go the cup, and allowed the old gentleman, with the 
remainder of his tea, to seek out a more secure place. 
She soon found herself — she scarcely knew how — 
seated by an elderly lady, who looked very good- 
natured and assisted Petrea very kindly to dry the 
splashes of tea upon her dress. Petrea felt quite at 
home with this excellent person, inquired of her what 
she thought of Swedenborg, and began to reveal to her 
her own thoughts about apparitions, spirits, etc. The 
lady looked at Petrea as if she were afraid that the 
latter was a little deranged, and hastened to change her 
place. A stout military man took the vacant seat with 
a sigh which seemed to say: "Ah, thank heavens ! 
here I can sit in peace !" But no ! He had not been 
there three or four minutes, when he found himself 
called upon by Petrea to declare his political creed, 
and asked to agree with her in the wish of an early war 
with the Russians. 

Lieutenant U. was somewhat proof against the bat- 
tery, which Petrea opened upon him ; but he probably 
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felt it at last rather troublesome, for after receiving 
a few puffing, " Pshaws and Poohs," Petrea rose to 
seek elsewhere more sympathy and interest. ''For 
Heaven's sake, keep your seat, dear Petrea 1" whis- 
pered Louisa to her as she met her on her search after 
adventures. Petrea, had now cast her eyes upon a 
young girl, who had been as little fortunate in being 
asked to dancS as herself, but who evidently bore it far 
worse, and who seemed to be tired of sitting still and 
on the point of crying. Petrea, whose natural dispo- 
sition it was gladly to share every thing she possessed 
(often forgetting how little they might be objects of 
desire to others) and who had an innate consciousness 
of strength, with a wish to communicate a similar 
courage to her companion in misfortune, sat down by 
her side. " I don't know a soul here, and it is so 
dull!" was the sudden exclamation which met our 
Petrea and moved her sympathising heart. Petrea named 
to the unfortunate young person all the people whom 
she knew in the room, and then, in order to shake off 
the weight which oppressed her spirits, developed her 
grand projects and enterprises respecting the future. 
She tried to induce her new acquaintance to give her 
word of honour, that she would some day establish 
jointly with her a private theatre, which would contri- 
bute greatly to render society more interesting. She 
would establish with her an order of Sisters of Charity 
in Sweden, and enter upon a pilgrimage to Jerusalem. 
Then they would write novels, and would get up 
at half-past one the following day, or more correctly 
that night, to climb up a high mountain and see the 
sun rise. Petrea concluded these and many other 
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plans with proposing to her new acquaintance a muttltfl 
thoumg between them. But alas! neither Petrea's 
good courage, nor her grand projects, nor the private 
theatre, nor the pilgrimage to Jerusalem, and least of 
all, the mutual Mouing were capable of animating the 
peevish neglected girl. Petrea clearly saw thdt a partner 
for a dance would have more effect than all her pro- 
jects, and lamenting that she was not a man, and was 
therefore unable to offer her this gratification, she rose 
up and left the object of her fruitless endeavours. Her 
looks were wandering about for a new companion, and 
fell upon the Countess Sonnenstrahl. Our Petrea was 
dazzled by her, and was suddenly seized with a most 
intense desire to make her acquaintance, to be noticed 
by her, in short to come in some way or other into 
closer contact with the belle of the ball. Petrea thought 
she should herself gain some distinction from her. But 
how was she to set about it ? If the Countess should 
happen to drop her pocket-handkerchief or her fan, she 
might run to pick it up, and then give it her with a 
compliment in verse, which Petrea now improvised 
before hand (there was something about the sun in it) 
This would of course strike the Countess Sonnenstrahl 
very much, and give rise to a more intimate acquaint- 
ance, and probably .... But alas! she dropped 
neither pocket-handkerchief nor fan, and no opportu- 
nity was offered to Petrea to produce an effect with her 
verses. She was, however, more and more attracted by 
a secret influence (like the planet to the sun) to the 
queen of the assembly. The Abendsterns in their 
brilliancy, stood round her, bowed their white necks, 
adorned with pearls, to listen to her sparkling wit, and 
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to answer, smiling, in the mean time, to many compli- 
ments and invitations from elegant gentlemen. It was 
a splendid and charming sight, and Petrea sighed with 
a longing to get up to the haute volee ; at this instant 
Jacobi eagerly ran up to her to engage her for the next 
quadrille. Petrea thanked him joyfully ; but suddenly, 
with a blush approaching that of a peony, she added: 

" Will you engage another person instead of me ? 
Do ask that girl, who is sitting there by the window — 
to our left hand." 

** But why ? Why will you not dance ?" 

'* Do pray ask her. It would give me more pleasure 
to see her dance, than to dance myself." 

Jacobi made a few more laughing objections, and com- 
plied with Petrea's request. 

An agreeable sensation filled her heart, when Petrea 
saw the effect upon her friend. But fate and the Can- 
didate seemed to have determined that Petrea should 
dance this quadrille, and he presented to her a young 
officer in a splendid uniform, with dark eyes, dark hair, 
large dark moustaches, a martial figure, and very harsh 
countenance. Petrea had neither courage nor desire 
to give any other reply to this son of Mars than in the 
affirmative* Indeed, she thought she had never had a 
better partner ; when a few minutes after she found 
herself close to the seat of the Countess Sonnenstrahl iu 
the same quadrille with the Abendstems, and the Can- 
didate vit a m. Petrea was greatly elevated, and would 
have been quite happy, had not her restless spirit in- 
cessantly inflamed her desire to come into closer con- 
tact with the beautiful and splendid lady, to whom she 
was so near. To tread upon her dress or upon her 
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foot, would certainly have been means easily available, 
and might have given rise to many a pretty, respectful 
apology, but was indeed neither polite nor pretty. 
To throw herself at her feet in some way or other, and 
then be lifted up again by her, to thank her in a verse, 
about the sun was certainly preferable, but — ^now 
Petrea was to begin. Whether by sitting still Petrea had 
lost all command over her limbs, or whether it was want 
of power caused by the scanty dinner, or her usual dis- 
traction — on performing the cJuissey she went the wrong 
side, past her via a vis and came up against him ; he 
crossed to the other side, Petrea was already there, and 
the Candidate went to the left, Petrea was there before 
him, and with all these chasse*s got her nose so entangled 
in the waistcoat of the Candidate, and her feet so en- 
twined with his, that when he made a desperate attempt 
at an escape, they both fell down in the middle of the 
quadrille. As Petrea arose with tearful eyes, she saw 
before her the spying gentlemen, the BroUiers B. who 
were almost choking with laughter at this accident. — 
A hasty look, convinced Petrea that her mother had 
not seen it, and a second, that she had now been ob- 
served by the Countess Sonnenstrahl, who was smil- 
ing behind her fan. The first observation consoled 
her for the latter, and she warmly assured Jacobi, who 
was sincerely concerned about her, that she had not 
hurt herself, it was of no consequence, it had been her 
own fault, etc., looked with composure on the gentle- 
men who were still going on laughing, and chaased 
bravely back. But what made a peculiar impression 
on Petrea was, the conduct of her cavalier and his 
suddenly changed demeanour. With a stern look he 
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brought the still uncivil remarks of the brothers B. to 
silence, and he, who had hitherto been so sparing in 
words, and had replied to all conversational efforts of 
Petrea only with a "yes" or "no," now grew quite talka- 
tive, courteous, and cheerful with his little partner, 
whom he tried in every possible way to divert from the 
impression of the unpleasant accident, even so far as 
by asking her to dance an Anglmse after supper. Petrea 
appreciated his kindness. Tears started into her eyes, 
and her heart beat with joy at the thought of hastening 
after the quadrille to her mother, and to be able to tell 
her : ** Mother, I have been asked to dance an Anglaise 
after supper !" But with that poor little " chaos " no 
feeling, no thought could rest in peace. Immediately 
so many others rushed up as perfectly to obliterate the 
first. Her first impression under the civilities of the 
young Lieutenant Y., had befti: "how kind he is!" 
The second was: "Perhaps he may like mel" and 
directly rushed forth a stream of imaginations of court- 
ing and wooing, which confused Petrea's head a little, 
for she did not want to marry. "Heaven forbid!" 
" But after all it would be a splendid thing to have a 
suitor, and to become "an object" too, as Sara and 
Louisa. Probably the young Lieutenant Y. was a 
near relation to the Countess Sonnenstrahl, and a 
" Nephew of the Countess Sunbeam warmly makes 
love to Petrea Frank !" — Heavens ! how it wouldsound I 
What an exaltation ! Less than that would be enough 
to make any body giddy. Petrea's active spirits were 
wrought up to a high pitch by these ideas, and suddenly 
she became changed into a real coquete, who, exerting 
herself in every possible way to fascinate her object. 
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a small very white hand, white at the moment, (for even 
hands have their moments) assisted in figuring about 
the head, and played an active part. Petrea*s chatter- 
ing and convulsive vivacity turned the glass of the 
mother (who was a little short-sighted), often in that 
direction, and moreover called forth looks on the part 
of Louisa, which certainly must have operated like a 
cooling draught, had Petrea not been too distracted in 
her head to notice them. The notice and the smiles 
of the company were received by Petrea as marks of 
applause, she was however deceived, for they were 
only amused at ths little flirting young lady who was 
so studious to please. Lieutenant Y., however, ap- 
peared in reality to be pleased with her high spirits, 
continued, after the quadrille, the dispute which had 
begun in the midst of it, and escorted Petrea to one of 
the rooms, which confirmed her in the belief of having 
achieved a conquest. There Isabella Abendstem sang, 
accompanied by the harp, a little french romance, all 
the verses of which ended with the words : — 

" Homage a la plus belief 
Honneur au plus vaillant.** 

The world glittered before Petrea's sight ; the song 
transported her into those lovely days of the age of 
chivalry ; Lieutenant Y. appeared to her as the ideal 
of chivalry, and the mirror opposite to her reflected her 
face and her nose in such en advantageous light, that 
meeting there her own looks, beaming with joy, she 
fancied herself to be almost handsome. A beautiful 
rose-bush bloomed on the window ; Petrea plucked a 
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rose, and gave it to Lieutenant Y., with those words : 

" Honneur au plus vaillant ! 

Petrea believed that this was most particularly strik- 
ing and apropos, and waited for her cavalier to lay the 
myrtle-sprig, which he twirled in his hand, at her feet, 
and very appropriately to add : 

** Homage a la plus belle I *' 

" Vastly obliged I " said Lieutenant Y., whilst he 
took the rose, with hope -destroying indifference ; but 
fate liberated Petrea from fruitlessly waiting for the 
compliment which she had coveted; for suddenly a 
violent commotion arose in the ball-room, and voices 
were heard, calling out, ** She is fainting ! . . . . Good 
heavens! .... Sara! . . . .Myrtle-sprig, cavalier, 
conquest, every thing now vanished from Petrea's sight, 
and, with a cry of terror, she rushed by the Lieu- 
tenant Y. into the ball-room, at the same instant that 
Sara was carried out in a swoon. The violent dancing 
had made her faint ; but carried into a quiet and cool 
apartment, and sprinkled with Eau de Cologne, she 
soon recovered, and only complained of a violent head- 
ache. This was a common complaint of Sara, and 
passed off quickly, when a certain specific was 
applied. 

" My drops ! " entreated she, with a faint voice. 

" Where, where ? " inquired Petrea, with a feeling 
as if ready to fly to China. 

** In the little reticule, in our room." 

Quick as thought, Petrea ran across the court to the 
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east-wing. She looked al] about the room where her 
things were ; the reticule was not to be found. It must 
have been left behind in the carriage. But where was 
the carriage ? It was locked up in the coach-house. 
Where was the key to it ? Petrea had many difficul- 
ties to surmount before she got in, and with a lantern 
in her hand, searched all over the carriage, and at 
length found the reticule. But, great was also her joy, 
when in breathless triumph she ran with the important 
bottle of drops in her hand to Sara. As a recompense, 
Petrea received the order, by no means a little agree- 
able to her, of administering sixty drops to Sara. 
Scarcely, however, had Sara swallowed them, when 
with violence she exclaimed : ** You are killing me, 
Petrea ! you have given me poison ! I am quite sure it 
is Louisa's Elixir 1 " 

So it was. Petrea had taken up the wrong bottle. 
Great was the consternation. 

" You are always so awkward, Petrea," exclaimed 
Sara, ill-humouredly ; " like the ass in the fable, you 
would think nothing of dashing your friend's brains out, 
in order to drive away a fly from his forehead ! ** 

This was a harsh remark for poor Petrea, who was 
already on the point of running out again, in order into 
make amends jfor her blunder. 

This, and other feelings, combined to send tears 
into her eyes, and the blood into her head. 

Louisa, extremely angry at Sara, on account of her 
harshness towards Petrea, and a little also at calling her 
Elixir, poison, gave her a dignified and highly dis- 
approving look, and devoted the most tender attention 
to the weeping and bleeding Petrea. Whether it was 
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the spirit of wrath which dissipated Sara's headache, or 
the merit of Louisa's Elixir, (Louisa was firmly 
convinced that it was the latter,) certain it is, that 
Sara was soon perfectly recovered ; she got up, and 
returned to the company, without saying one word of 
comfort to Petrea. The latter was incapable of going 
to supper, and Louisa kindly stayed to keep her com- 
pany. Some was brought into the room to them. 
Aunt Evelina, Laura and Carina, and even the Coun- 
sellor's lady, supplied them with all manner of dainties, 
and Petrea composed and refreshed herself. Of course 
she was to danoe the Anglaise after supper with " le 
plus vaillant" as she called Lieutenant Y., who had 
altogether captivated her — it must be confessed, not 
adamantine heart. 

The Anglaise had already commenced, when the 
sisters entered the room. The Candidate came quickly 
up to meet them, full of concern. He had invited 
Louisa for the Anglaise after supper, and soon stood 
with her in their close ranks. Petrea expected that 
**le plus vaillanf* would rush up to her and seize her 
by the hand ; but when she came into the ball-room 
she spied him, not rushing up to her — but dancing 
with Sara, who was more handsome and shining than 
ever. The rose, which Petrea had presented to her 
faithless cavalier, and the myrtle-sprig, on which she 
had speculated, were now placed on Sara's bosom. 
** Le plus vaillant*s" eyes were incessantly fixed on " la 
plus belle,** for such Sara was now unanimously de- 
clared. The lustre of the Abendsterns grew pale as 
the evening advanced, as they became heated by 
dancing ; but Sara's star shone with increased bril- 
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liancy. She was presented to the Countess Sonnen- 
strahl, who passed a charming compliment upon her, 
and called her, " la reinedu ball" at which the Abend- 
stems made sour faces. 

" Zounds ! what a beautiful girl !" exclaimed the old 
gentleman, who had been contending with Petrea about 
the tea cup, and who now, without noticing it, had 
trodden upon her foot, whilst he pressed forward in 
order to get a fuller view of " the queen of the ball." 

Overlooked, humbled, quiet, and neglected, Petrea 
retired into another room. The scenes of the evening 
once more crossed her mind, and appeared to her now 
in a very much altered light The mirror, which a 
few hour ago had flattered her that she might be called 
** la plus belle,'* now exhibited to her a red, swollen 
mass, and this mass was her face. Petrea thought of her 
conduct towards Lieutenant Y., and fancied herself to 
be both the most ridiculous and most unfortunate of the 
human race. She felt at this moment a sort of abhor- 
rence of herself. Were it not for a little arrangement, 
an agreeable surprise, which Petrea had long since 
prepared for Sara, and which was to come to light in 
a few days, so . . . But now the thought of this 
came like a sunbeam upon dark clouds, and illumined 
the darkness of Petrea's mind. And the feeling of 
rejoicing her who had so pained her that evening, gave 
a soft and salutary turn to her feelings. 

After supper the doors of the saloon adjoining the 
ball-room which entered upon a balcony were opened, 
in order to cool the rooms. Two persons — a gentleman 
and a lady — stepped out upon the balcony. She had 
throMm a light white shawl over her shoulders ; stars 
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encircled her dark hair, stars glittered in her black 
eyes, which gazed out into the free space. 

An enchanting and mysterious veil, the twilight of a 
May evening, obscured the landscape, and heightened 
the beauty which it partially concealed. A grand, an 
extatic feeling of the glory of life, was wafted in the 
melodious breeze which pervaded through the whole 
atmosphere, glittered in the stars, and |ifted itself 
high above the earth." 

" Ah ! life, life !" exclaimed she, and stretched out 
her arms as if she wished to embrace him. 

** Bewitching girl," said he, whilst seizing her hand, 
"My life is thine!" 

She did not withdraw her hand, but looked at him 
proudly, whilst she said : " Lead me out into this free, 
fresh life, and my hand is yours ! But remember, that 
I must be free, free as the wind which kisses your 
forehead, and bends the branches yonder ! I love 
liberty, power, fame ! Lead me, help me to them, 
and my gratitude will ensure you my love, will bind me 
to you with stronger fetters than that form invented by 
prejudice, which I desire only to observe for the sake 
of those, who would otherwise weep over me, and 
whom I would not grieve more than I can help. It will 
not bind us more than we ourselves wish. Liberty 
shall be the motto of our union 1" 

"Noble woman," replied he, "thou art exalted 
above the dissimulation of weakness, and raised above 
the gloom of prejudice ! I adore and obey thee V My 
will can only bow to such a woman, and it is my pupil 
who has instructed me. Well, then, let the blessing of 
the priest unite us ! I will lead thee to the splendid 
throne, the meed of thy beauty, and thy talents ! I 
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will raise thee to it only to sink at thy feet, the most 
devoted of thy servants !" 

He sank on his knee before her. She bent down to 
him, and her lips just touched his forehead. He threw 
his arms round her, and held her for a moment. A 
wanton, scornful expression, unseen by her, played 
about his lips. 

" Let me go, Herman — they are coming!" said she. 
He did not obey immediately ; and when she threw 
back her proud neck, a dark ray of indignation flashed 
from her eyes. 

They went in. Another pair stood on the balcony. 

He. — Wait, let me wrap my cloak round you more 
carefully. 

She. — Ah I how lovely to feel it enshrouding us both 
under its wings ! Do you see how we stand here be- 
tween heaven and earth, separated from the rest of the 
world ? 

He, — I do not see it. I see the beautiful one in my 
arms. Laura, tell me, art thou happy, Laura ? 

She. — Ah I — ^no. 

He.— What saidst thou ? 

She. — Ah ! I am not happy, for 1 am too happy ! I 
can never deserve this bliss ! I know not how it fell to 
my lot! Ah, Arwid ! to live thus with thee, with my 
mother, my sister — all that I love most, and then to be 
thine for ever, for ever I 

He. — Say : " through all eternity," my Laura ! Our 
bond belongs to earth as well as heaven I Here, as well 
as there, through all eternity I am thine, and thou mine 1 

She. — Hush, my Arwid ! I hear my mother calling 
me. Let us go to her. 
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They are going back into the room. A fresh pair 
steps out upon the balcony. 

He, — Cousin Louisa, do you like the evening air ? 
Cousin Louisa, it's rather romantic, I believe. Cousin, 
do you like the stars ? I am very fond of the stars 
too. I was thinking of what the poet sings : 

'* , . . .silent as Egypt's priests are walking. . . ." 

Look, cousin Louisa, towards the west lies Oestanvik. 
If it would give you the slightest pleasure to go there, 
I would request you to allow my landau to take you. 
I am sure, cousin Louisa, that you will like Oestanvik. 
Peaches and vines happen to be just now in full hloom 
and heauty ! 

A deep sigh was heard. 

She, — Who is that sighing so ? 

A Voice, — One who is poor, and for the first time 
envies the man of wealth. 

He, — Oh, rich 1 nothing of the kind; I don't pro- 
fess to be rich. I can have a good living, thank God ! 
and a competency. I can support myself and a family 
very comfortably ; I sow about two hundred tons of 
com, and what do you think, cousin Louisa .... But 
where is cousin Louisa ? 

The Voice. — I dare say she thought a blast came 
from Oestanvik. 

The instant that the gentleman entered the room, 
a girl stepped alone upon the balcony. The misfor- 
tunes of the evening oppress her, and humble her 
from their low nature. A few burning tears coursed 
quietly down her cheeks ; but the evening breeze soon 
kisses them away. She looks to heaven, which never 
seemed to her so high and splendid. Her soul rose 
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above her ken to the mighty consoler of mankind, and 
she felt an assurance that in His love she should forget 
all earthly adversities. 

The days at Axelholm passed cheerfully amidst alter- 
nations of joy. Petrea wrote long letters in verse and 
prose to her sisters at home, and told them every thing 
that had taken place. Her own increasing misfortunes 
she described so oddly that what at first had been a 
subject of pain to her, became a source of hearty mer- 
riment to her and her family. From her father she one 
day received a note, which contained the following 
words : 

"my good child! 

Your letters afford me and your sisters heartfelt 
pleasure ; not merely because of their humorous con- 
tents, but chiefly because of your manner of receiving 
the serious past. Hold on your course for the attain^* 
ment of wisdom and happiness. You will learn with 
joy the blessed truth, confirmed by the events of history, 
that there is no evil which cannot be subservient to 
good. Thus even our own failings may serve as step- 
ping-stones to amendment. Give my hearty love to 
your sisters, and accept the same firom 

Your affectionately devoted father." 

Petrea kissed these lines with tears of grateful joy. 
She carried them about with her ; she preserved them 
through the whole period of her life as a precious 
guide to pass through the scale of life. Louisa was 
very much teazed about her Cousin Thure ; Cousin 
Thure was very much teazed about his Cousin Louisa. 
To Cousin Thure it was a great pleasure to be teazed 
about his Cousin Louisa ; to hear, that Oestanvik was 
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in want of a housekeeper, and himself of a nice wife, 
and that Louisa Frank certainly was one of the most 
sensible and charming girls in the neighbourhood ; and, 
moreover, of such a family ! The Landed -proprietor 
already received hinted congratulations on his betrothal. 
What tlie chosen bride thought of the matter, was more 
difficult to discover. Louisa was certainly always 
polite towards Cousin Thure, but her courteous manner 
expressed more indifference than kindness ; and, with 
a constancy that astonished many, she refused his 
urgent, often-repeated proposals of an excursion to 
Oestanvik, in his new landau, drawn by *' my chestnut 
horses, four abreast." Many maintained, that Jacobi, 
the handsome and good-natured Jacobi, had penetrated 
nearer to Louisa's heart than the rich Proprietor. But, 
even towards Jacobi, Louisa's demeanour remained so 
indifferent, so quiet and composed, that no one could 
rightly comprehend the matter. All were not aware, 
as we are, that Louisa considered it proper to the 
dignity of woman to manifest perfect indifference to- 
wards the compliments, or soft words of men, until 
they had declared themselves, frankly and freely, as 
suitors. Louisa despised coquetry to such a degree, 
that she was afraid of every thing which in the least 
approached to it Her young female friends jested 
with her about her rigid notions and views on this 
point, and prophesied that she would ever remain 
single. 

" So be it! " replied Louisa, quite calmly. It was 
told to her one day, that a gentleman had said: 
" I don't rise before any girl who is not a little co- 
quettish." 
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With great dignity, Louisa replied : " He may keep 
his seat ! " 

Louisa's views of the " dignity of woman," her strict 
and decided principles, and her manner and way of 
expressing them, amused her young friends, whilst 
at the same time they were with respect for her ; and 
a number of disputes and discussions arose, in 
which Louisa always defended the cause of justice 
undaunted. These disputes, which commenced in 
good humour, ended, however, sometimes more 
seriously. 

A young, rather coquettish woman, was one day 
offended by the severity of Louisa's opinion on the 
coquettish manners of her sex, especially of married 
women, and in a desire for revenge, she uttered a 
word which excited both Louisa's astonishment and 
anger. An explanation followed between them, the 
result of which was a complete estrangement between 
Louisa and the young lady, as well as a change in 
Louisa's temper, that she endeavoured vainly to con- 
ceal. She had been very happy and lively the first few 
days she spent at Axelholm, now she was quiet, 
thoughtful, and often absent ; and it was noticed that 
she was a little less kind then before to the Candidate, 
and listened a little more to the Landed-proprietor, 
although she continually rejected his proposal of an 
excursion to Oestanvik. 

On the evening of the day after the discussion be- 
tween the two young ladies, Elise was engaged in a 
lively conversation with Jacobi, on the balcony. 

" And if," said Jacobi, ** if I were to try to win her 
heart, — will her parents then, will her mother look upon 
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it without disapprobation? Oh, speak candidly to 
me I The happiness of my life depends upon it ! " 

" You have my consent, my good wishes, Jacobi," 
replied Elise. ** I tell you what I have already said to 
my husband, that T should be glad to call you son ! ** 

" Oh I " broke forth Jacobi, deeply affected, bending 
his knee, and pressing Elise's hand to his lips. " Oh, 
that my whole life might bear testimony to my grati- 
tude, to my love ....!" 

At this moment Louisa had approached the balcony, 
to seek her mother; she saw Jacobi's excitement, 
heard his words. She drew quickly back, as if stung 
by a serpent 

Since that moment, a great and increasing change 
was perceptible in her. Silent, reserved, and very 
pale, she moved about like a dreamer in the cheerful 
circles of Axeholm, and she consented gladly to the 
proposal of her mother, who had been uneasy about 
her, of shortning their stay there. Jacobi, as much 
astonished as grieved at Louisa's suddenly es- 
tranged manner towards him, began to believe, that 
the place in some way or other must have been 
bewitched, and wished more than any one to get away 
safely from it 

THE JOURNEY HOME. 

Why had Jacobi and Henric before setting out firom 
Axelholm, and even during the stay there, so much to 
talk and settle about between themselves ? Petrea was 
dreadfully curious about it, but could get no clew to the 
mystery. Some plot concerning the family appeared 
to be at work. 
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Henric and his friend had long contemplated giving 
the family a little treat, and the opportunity now 
seemed favourable to them of combining with it an 
agreeable surprise. A handsome, excellent inn, which 
stood on the road side between Axelholm and the town, 
was to be the scene. Here it was intended on the way 
home to make a stop, under the pretext of some neces- 
sary repair of one of the carriages j they would prevail 
upon the ladies to go into the house, where meanwhile 
every thing was to be prepared. The two friends had 
been heartily delighted about this project ; and in order 
to procure for Louisa her favourite treat — ^ice-cream — 
Jacobi had given himself a great deal of trouble, and 
exhausted his already declining purse. On the journey 
to Axelholm the party was so divided, that Louisa went 
with Petrea in what is called the Medewi -carriage, the 
Lagman's own equipage, which was driven by Jacobi, 
who shared the box with Henric ; the mother with the 
other daughters, rode in a hired coach, whilst the Lag> 
man himself drove. On the homeward journey the 
arrangement was to be the same with this difference, 
that Jacobi was to drive the large coach, and Henric 
that containing his sisters. 

The mother, and the young gentlemen likewise, did 
not wish to entrust the reins to less safe hands — as 
they themselves said, with all due modesty — the road 
being uneven and hilly, and besides made heavy by the 
rain. Jacobi, however, contrived so, that contrary to 
the settled plan, he drove the coach of the young ladies, 
and Henric that of his mother. But the Candidate 
derived but little pleasure from this, for " the object" 
was no longer the same as during the former drivew 
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She had been then more cheerful than usual ; then she 
was so heartily delighted with the spring air, the song 
of the lark, with the fields, and cows, and huts, and with 
everything that she saw, and communicated her plea- 
sure to Jacobi, who was sitting with his head constantly 
turned towards the carriage — Henric warned him seri- 
ously against sticking fast in that reversed position — 
and her blue eyes then rested on his with a spring of 
pure devotion. Now, matters were otherwise. " The 
object" appeared to pay no attention to any thing 
around her. She sat in a reclining posture in the car- 
riage with her veil over her face, and a church might 
have more to say, for the latter, at all events, speaks 
by the tongues in the belfry, but Louisa's tongue was 
quite dumb ; and Petrea's, which was incessantly chim- 
ing, produced no animating efiect upon her. Jacobi's 
looks in vain sought Louisa's. She avoided them, and 
he was quite disconsolate. After having been several 
times most soundly shaken and jolted, they arrived 
safely at the inn ; no, not so, not so very safely, for 
something got broken in one of the coach wheels ; it 
was " nothing dangerous. Heaven forbid I" but it was 
necessarily obliged to be repaired before they could 
proceed any further. Henric begged his mother to 
walk into the inn with the sisters, the landlord and 
landlady of which, now appeared at the gate, and 
amidst bows and scrapes, and curtesies, invited the 
travellers to enter. The landlord himself came and 
opened the carriage-door. Elise was alarmed, and 
uttered a cry of surprise; — the landlord, indeed, 
was no other than her own husband. And the 
landlady — the neatest landlady in the world — 
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was positively her own daughter Eva in her 
own proper person. The other travellers likewise, 
were all startled, and all sorts of exclamations were 
heard when the landlord and landlady were found to 
be actually the father and sister. But landlord and 
landlady were not to be confounded and confused by 
the confusion of the travellers ; they knew themselves 
too well, both who they were, and how to accommodate 
themselves to their proper stations. They conducted 
the guests amidst many apologies and civilities into a 
suite of spacious and beautiful apartments, and here 
the landlord began to play his part desperately, and to 
call the waiter and the maid. At length came the 
waiter with his blue apron. Fresh wonder ! It was a 
living copy of the Candidate. Now came the maid ; 
fresh astonishment I A prettier person, and one who 
bore greater resemblance to Henric, could not be con- 
ceived. But she conducted herself awkwardly and 
sometimes was almost enough to fall, whilst stumbling 
about first with one thing, then with another. The 
landlord scolded her famously on account of her awk- 
wardness, and abused the waiter; which made them 
both cry— so it appeared at least — after which he 
drove them out with orders to return immediately with 
refreshments. The landlord now again in a gay bene- 
volent humour, let fly with his own hand a couple of 
champaign corks, poured out and struck the glasses 
with the ladies. After having refreshed themselves 
with all kinds of dainties amidst the most merry con- 
versation, some person calling himself " Noah's grand- 
son,*' was announced, who asked permission to exhibit 
to the company various rare animals, and other ** beau- 
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tiful curiosities," which had once been in the ark. 
Noah's grandson was unanimously called for« and at the 
door a face made its appearance, which with the excep- 
tion of a large grey beard, had a wonderful resemblance 
to Jeremias Munter. In another room his menagerie 
and cabinet of art was opened. The company repaired 
to it, and here many rarely formed figures were ex- 
hibited, and little scenes performed, to which Noah's 
grandbon delivered epeeches and explanations, which 
were almost as humorous and witty (quite so, is im- 
possible), as those of Japhet in that singular, but 
precious book " Noah's ark."* Two other grandsons 
of Noah — unlike any of the acquaintances of the family 
— were assisting in the performance, which ended in 
Noah's learned grandson giving to each one of the 
spectators a little souvenir of the contents of the ark, 
and this in fact, with such a tact, that each obtained 
the very thing he was most pleased with. Louisa re- 
ceived in addition a notable sermon, which was sup- 
posed to have been delivered by father Noah himself 
on the first day of his abode in the ark. But next to 
the title-page lay a piece of poetry which was mani- 
festly of a later date. Louisa however did not read it 
now, but put it by with many blushes. This arrangement 
would have been just as merry as it was amusing, had 
not *• the object," — itself one of the principal objects of 
the feast — been unable to enjoy it. Although Louisa 
really constrained herself to participate in the joy and to 
appear happy, she nevertheless grew more and more 

* Noah's ark {Noach'tarkJ is a poetical composition abounding 
in wit and humour, in semi-dramatic form by the Swedish poet 
Fahlerantz. 
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depressed every moment, and when at length the ices 
came, when the waiter urgently invited her with affec - 
tion beaming in his eyes, to take a Vanille ice, she 
would only taste it, she set it down, hastened quickly 
away, and burst into a violent fit of crying. This was 
something so unusual with Louisa, that general con- 
sternation ensued. The landlord, landlady, maid, 
waiter, Noah's grandson, all were put out of their part, 
and all illusion as well as reality of the feast was over. 
It is true Louisa soon recovered herself, apologised and 
said a spasm in her breast was the cause ; it is true 
Elise and Eva, and especially Petrea tried, for Jacobi 
and Henric's sake, to resume their cheerful spirits ; 
but it would not come, and nothing would succeed any 
longer. All, especially Jacobi, were disconcerted, 
and a return home began to be talked about, when all 
at once a great trampling of horses and noise was heard 
outside before the inn, and a splendid landau, 
drawn by four prancing chestnut horses, was seen stop- 
ping before it. It was the Landed-proprietor, who 
unaware of the hasty departure of the Frank £Eunily 
from Axelholm, now after a short absence thought of 
going thither, and had stopped before the inn, solely 
for the purpose of letting the horses have a little rest, 
and himself taking a glass of the £Eunous beer of this 
place. The company which he now met there so un- 
expectedly, effected a change in his original plan. He 
resolved to follow the family to town, and warmly en- 
treated his aunt and his cousins, to make use of his 
landau. He was sure it would please them ; it went 
so excessively e^isy, was so comfortable, that one might 
sleep in it so snugly, even on the hardest roads, etc. 
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Blise, if?ho really was made very uflcotnfortable by the 
unmerciful jolting of the hired vehicle, was inclined to 
accept the offer, and as it was just beginning to rain, 
and the Lagman consequently preferred the carriage 
to the chaise in which he had come with Eva, the 
matter was soon settled. Elise was to go with some 
of the daughters in the landau, which in the meantime 
was changed into a coach ; and the Lagman and the 
rest of the company were to arrange themselves in the 
other carriages. 

When they were to get in, Jacobi had run his 
Medewi-carriage close up to the landau of the Landed- 
proprietor, and the latter looked more than once with 
a dark countenance to see that no profane and ii\|urious 
collision should take place between the large and little 
carriages. Jacobi's heart beat violently as Louisa came 
out upon the steps. The Landed-proprietor stood on 
one side extending his hand, Jacobi on the other, 
offering her his to conduct her to her former place. 
Louisa appeared faint and walked slowly. For a mo- 
ment she appeared to hesitate, but extended with 
downcast eyes, her hand to the proprietor, who trium- 
phantly assisted her into his carriage to the side of her 
mother, and then stepped in himself. Immediately 
afterwards the landau whirled away, drawn by the 
prancing chestnut horses. Jacobi laid his hand upon 
his breast, a stifling feeling took away his breath from 
him, and tears filled his eyes, as he looked after the 
imposing equipage as it rolled away. From this pain- 
ful contemplation he was aroused by Petrea's voice, 
who jestingly informed him that the enviable happi- 
ness was allotted to him of driving her and the Assessor 

R. VOL. I. 
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in the Medewi-carriage. Jacob! went silently to re-oc« 
cupy his former seat ; his heart was foil of misery^ 
and he kept far behind the rest that he might not have 
the least glimpse of the landau. 

Scarcely had the Medewi-carriage began to form 
fresh acquaintance with the holes on the turnpike- 
road, when, by a violent jolt, one of the fore- wheels 
came off, and the Candidate, and the Assessor, and 
Petrea, were precipitated one upon another into the 
dirt. They all three, however, quickly regained their 
feet, Petrea laughed, the Assessor blustered and 
scolded. After Jacobi had seen that all lives were 
safe, he thought little of the accident, and was only in- 
tent upon the remedy. After a short consultation in 
the pouring rain, it was determined that Jacobi should 
remain with the carriage, until some people come to 
his assistance; in the mean time, Petrea and the 
Assessor should continue their way to town on foot, and 
at the same time send some one to Jacobi's assistance, 
as soon as possible. A workman, who was just coming 
that way, promised to procure some, and Petrea and 
Assessor Munter (jolly), who was by no means jolly, 
began their march through rain and dirt But in the 
midst of this, Petrea grew more cheerful and happy. 
In the first place, she had met with an adventure ; in 
the second, she had never been out before in such 
weather; in the third, she felt light and free, to a 
degree she had seldom felt ; for, as she considered, her 
clothes condemned fate itself — a power, against which 
none upon earth could contend — she walked fearlessly 
to her heart's content, and splashed in all the puddles, 
felt with great pleasure how the rain penetrated through 
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lier clothes, and saw it waah out the colour from her 
shawl and bonnet ; she poked up her nose high in the 
air so as to be able fully to engoy the splendid rain. 
Petrea had in this respect some resemblance to her 
brother, and partly flattered herself, that she might 
even have some resemblance to Diogenes, as she 
could not — this she clearly perceived — ^be Alex- 
ander. She now really felt that, in order to be 
happy in life, she would want very little of its outward 
comforts. She felt herself so free and rich in her pre- 
sent situation ; she was quite on intimate terms with 
the rain drops, with the wind, with bush, and grass, 
with all nature : here she had none of those mishaps 
and humiliations to fear, which often befel her in social 
life — ^when the jays laughed at her, she laughed at them 
again. " Long live liberty V* Through all these im- 
pressions, Petrea fell into such an outrageously meny 
humour as to infect her companion in misfortune — 
''good fortune" was the term in her dictionary. — 
Now, however, came a dreadful hurricane with hail, 
the large hail stones made themselves so familiar with 
Petrea^s nose, that she was surprised, and a little dis- 
concerted. The Assessor looked round for shelter, and 
delighted with being almost blown o£f her feet, Petrea 
followed him on to a foot path leading into the wood, 
from whence an eddy of smoke had been driven to- 
wards them by the storm, as if to announce that there, 
in an hospitable hut, they might find shelter against 
the tempest Whilst they were wandering in search of 
it, Petrea's imagination, more ungovernable than the 
storm, roved about with boundless pictures of castles, of 
robbers, wise hermits, hidden treasures, and other 
splendid things, to which the smoke would lead them. 
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But, alas ! they were all together smoke, for it rote 
only from a charcoal kiln, and with the hidden deity 
in its depth, of which the smoke gave indications, 
Petrea had not the least desire to become more inti« 
mately acquainted. A small charcoal-burner's hut, in 
the shape of a sugar-loaf, stood not far from the kiln. 
The Assessor pushed open the unlocked door. No 
hermit, not even a robber was there ; the hut, however, 
was comfortable and neat The Assessor took posses- 
sion of it, and with no common pleasure seated himself 
beside Petrea upon the only bench it contained. Petrea 
sighed. What a poor change for her splendid castles 
in the air! The spectacle which presented itself 
through the open door of the hut, had no interest for 
her, but appeared, on the other hand, to claim very 
much the attention of the Assessor. The situation was 
in the heart of the wood ; it was a wild, solitary spot, 
but had its grandeur. Before the hut the place wag 
open, but round about in bold groups stood fir and 
pine-trees unbending, whilst the storm whistled in 
their summits. Some were fallen, but apparently from 
age ; grass and flowers grew on the ground, which the 
patriarchs of the woods bad torn up with their power- 
ful roots. Apart from the rest stood two trees by them- 
selves ; they were two lofty pines. The one was dried 
up, and seemed on the point of separating from its 
root ; but the other, young, and green, and strong, had so 
circumtwined it with its branches, that, notwithstand- 
ing its decay, stood upright with its withered branches 
supported by the thriving one; thus it stood in the 
arms of the other, and fell not although shaken by the 
storm. The young tree held the old one upright and 
protected it. The Assessor's expressive looks rested 
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for a long time on the two trees, his eyes filled with 
tears, that sweet, but melancholy smile peculiar to 
himself played around his lips, and salutary feelings 
filled his breast He told Petrea of a nation of the 
olden time, who inhabited the deserts ; he spoke of the 
pure state of the £ssenes (a morning dawn for the day 
of Christianity) and whose words were, " Thirst after 
holiness drove men and women from the tumult of the 
world, from the great cities, and they went out into the 
wilderness in order to be able to devote themselves to a 
pure and perfect life. There they built huts, and formed a 
nation, whose law was the worship of God, and industry. 
No earthly good was ei^oyed for the sake of the enjoy- 
ment, but solely as a rae^ns to a more exalted life. Purity 
of soul and body was the object of their aim. Peace and 
earnestness the peculiar distinction of their character. 
At the rising of the sun they came together and lifted 
up their prayers and hymns in adoration to the Most 
High. Seventeen hours in the day were devoted 
partly to labour, partly to study and meditation. 
Few were their wants ; hence life was easy to them. 
Their conversations were of an exalted nature, and 
tending to establish them iq the profound doctrines 
peculiar to their sect. For tliey believed in one eternal. 
God, whose being is light and purity ; to him they 
strove to draw near by purity of heart and action, by 
abstinence from lusts of the world, by humble co-ope- 
ration with the works of the all- wise Creator. They 
believed in quiet habitations beyond the pilgrimage in 
the wilds, where clear waters and gentle aepbyrs 
played, where spring and peace had their home; — 
there they hoped to land after a well completed pas- 
sage. " 
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Rays of light are not wanting upon earth. In ma- 
nifold directions they break through its foggy atmoa- 
phere. But man's reception for it is not at all times 
the same. At this moment the Assessor's woids made 
an indescribable impression upon Petrea. She wept, 
for inexpressible but sweet feelings at this description 
of a life of struggle after all that is painful and holy. 
It seemed to her as if she learned to know her own 
calling, her own path in life, that on which all little- 
ness in the world, all vanity and obscurity are re- 
moved from her mind, that in which she would attain 
to light and peace. Whilst these thoughts, or, more 
correctly feelings, swelled within her breast, she looked 
through her tears on Jeremias, as he sat there with 
his most expressive countenance, thoughtfully contem- 
plating the scene with his expanded noble look. Sud- 
denly Petrea saw in him no longer Jeremias Munter, 
but a wise hermit, with a mind fiill of exalted and sacred 
learning. She longed to sink at his feet and to desire 
his blessing , she wished to propose to him, to remain 
lor ever with her in this solitude, in this hut ; he should 
teach her wisdom, she would attend on him as a 
daughter and servant, rise with him and worship at the 
rising of the sun, and do in every respect as the 
Essenes. Thus they would die to the world and live 
only for heaven. Overwhelmed by her agitated feel- 
ings, and a nameless longing, Petrea suffered herself to 
be carried away by the impulse of the moment, and 
almost choked with tears, she sunk, faltering out her 
obscure wishes, on Jeremias' breast. 

If a millstone had fallen about his neck our good 
Assessor could not have been more confounded. I^oat 
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in his reveries, lie had quite forgotten at this moment 
that our Petrea was there, when in such an unexpected 
manner she reminded him of her presence. He was, 
however, one who could easily comprehend the excite- 
ment of mind and thoughts of the younpf girl, and with 
pure earnestness in his eyes, whilst the most good- 
tempered satire played about his lips, he tried to calm 
Petrea's feelings which had swelled so unrestrained. 
He then spoke kind words to her about the means 
whereby life may become calmed and sanctified, where 
one may indeed rear one's tent, whether in the wilder- 
ness or in the throng of men, words which Petrea 
never forgot, which often in after days broke through 
the chaotic state of her mind like pure rays of light. 

In the mean time the storm had dispersed, and the 
Assessor thought of returning, for Petrea had no 
thoughts about it, and would gladly have seen herself 
obliged to spend the night in the dark forest. The 
thought, however, of being able to relate her adven- 
tures at home, came pleasantly to her mind, and before 
she had emerged from the wood, it was still improved, 
for fate presented her with the luck, with the Assessor's 
assistance, of helping an old woman upon her legs, who 
had fallen down, under the weight of her bundle ot 
twigs, and of carrying it to the hut of the old woman, 
and of making a fire for her ; afterwards, of liberating 
two sparrows, which had been caught by some boy ; 
and, last of all, of liberating the Assessor himself, from 
a thorn-bush, which seemed disposed to hold him fast 
with all its might, so that he himself became very 
angry about it. Petrea's hands bled through this be- 
nevolent act, but she grew so much the more cheerful. 
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On coming out of the wood, the rain bad quite 
ceased. The wind was silent, and the 8ky,^hrighteneci 
by the declining sun, spread a most lovelj light over 
the country. Jeremias Munter's physiognomy again 
brightened up ; he listened to the song of the birds, 
and said: " This is lovely ; " and be looked upon the 
drops hanging upon the young grass, now the sky re- 
flected itself in them, and smiled, and said: " This is 
pure ! '* To the little children, which Petrea met, she 
gave all her savings from the Axelholm festival ; and 
gladly would she also have given away some of her 
wearing apparel, bad she not been afraid of Louisa and 
her mother. Petrea wished for more adventures on the 
way, and especially a longer journey than was allotted 
to her this time. She arrived at home much too soon, she 
fancied ; but the Assessor was not of the same opinion ; 
nor those who had got home sooner, who began to be 
uneasy on account of their long delay. However, tb» 
Assessor and Petrea had become very good friend» 
upon their promenade. Petrea was commended for 
her bravery, and pathetically Henric declaimed in her 
praise : 

And all laughed. 

HOME SCENES. 

^' It may be good abroad, but it is best at home I " 
said Elise, from the bottom of her heart, when she 
found herself at home again, in her bouse, and 
with her husband. The young people said nothing 
against it, as they were returning to their com- 
fortable every-day life. Recollections and relatiW 
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flfom the last by-gone time, also eerved to enliven it. 
It was hoped that Louisa would now again become as 
before, agreeable and contented with her quiet sphere 
of domestic and family action. But Louisa remained 
unlike herself. A gnawing sorrow appeared to con- 
sume her; she evidently wasted away, her good 
humour had vanished, and her eyes were often red. In 
vain both parents and sisters endeavoured with tender 
anxiety to find out the cause of her state ; she would 
not disclose it to any one. She could not deny that 
the root of the evil had its seat in the heart ; but 
seemed determined to conceal it there from the sight 
of day. Jacobi also now began to grow pale and 
emaciated, for he mourned deeply over Louisa's state 
of mind; her altered deportment, especially towards 
himself, led him to thin){ that, unconsciously, he 
might have offended her, or in some way or other 
be the object of her displeasure; and never did 
he feel more than now, how highly he valued Louisa, 
and how much he loved her. This suspense, and 
Jacobi's endeavours to draw nearer to Louisa, and to 
restore a friendly understanding, gave rise to various 
little scenes, which we will here represent 

SCDNE FIRST, 
louisa sits at a window and embroiders tapestry on a piece of 
canvas. Jacobi sits vis a-vis. 

Jacobi. (sighing.) Ah, Miss Louisa I 
(Louisa looks on her herdsman, is silent, and goes on with her 
work.) 
Jacobi. For some time past, every thing in the world 
appears dull and tedious to me. 

(Louisa is silent, and eemtinues working.) 
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Jaeobi. And you might easily make all things in thd 
world so different to me ! Ah, Louisa ! only one kind 
wordy one friendly look. . . .have you no friendly look for 
one who would gladly give up all to make you happy ? 
(To hinuelf.) She blushes, she appears moved, she opens her 
lips;>-ahi 'what will she say t 

Louisa, One, two, three, four, five, siiE, seven, eight, 
nine — ten stitches to the nose. The pattern is rather 
indistinct. 

Jaeobi, You will not hear me ; you will not under- 
stand ; you sport with my feelings. Ah, Louisa ! 

Louisti. I want some more wool, I have left it in my 
room. 

[She goes out. 

SCENE SECOND. 

The family are assembled in the library at tea; Louisa, at the 
earnest request of Petrea and Gabriele, places the cards up- 
on a small table, in order to tell her sister's fortune. The 
Candidate seats himself near her, and seems bent upon 
keeping up a lively conversation with her. But •' the ob- 
ject" appears more than ever like a church. The Landed- 
proprietor comes in, bows, grufib, and kisses the hand of 
the "gracious Aunt." 

Landed-proprietor, Very cold this evening! I cer- 
tainly believe we are going to have frost. 

Elise, It is a gloomy spring ! we have just been ready- 
ing a truly miserable account of the scarcity in the 
northern provinces. The failure of the general crops 
is a sad misfortune ! 

Landed-proprietor. Ah, yes I the. Scarcity in that part 
of the country ! — No, we will talk of something else ; 
that is too melancholy a subject. I have had my petts 
covered with straw. Cousin Louisa, do you like to 
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play atjMtience t 1 like it very well, too, it is such a 
quiet game. At my estate at Oestanvik I have some 
very small patience cards, — I really believe they will 
please Cousin Louisa. 

(The Landed-proprietor seats himself on the other side of '* the 
oliject." The Candidate manifests singular emotions.) 
Louisa. That is no patience, but a little witchery for 
prying into futurity. Shall I tell you your fortune, 
Cousin Thure ? 

Landed-proprietor, Ah, yes ! tell me something about 
myself, only nothing unpleasant; when I hear anything 
disagreeable during the evening, I always have bad 
dreams in the night. Prophesy something about a 
pretty little woman, beautiful and amiable, like Cousin 
Louisa. 

(The Candidaie, ^th a pair of eyes as if he would send the 

Landed-proprietor neck and crop to Oestanvik, says, I do 

not know whether Miss Louisa likes flattery. 

Landed-proprietor, (who pretends as if he neither saw 

nor heard his rival) Do you like blue, Cousin Loui< 

sa? 

Louisa. Blue ? That is a very pretty colour ; still, I 
prefer gieen. 

Landed-proprietor. Well, that is good. That suits 
splendidly. My dressing-room furniture is blue at 
Oestanvrk ; a beautiful sky-blue silk drapery. But in 
the bed-room I have green merino. 1 really think, 
Cousin Louisa, that . . . 

CTheCandidaWfiovLghB 'sm if he would sink into the earth, and 
runs off, Louisa looks after him, sighs, and thenfi-om among 
the cards, ^seeks so many misfortunes for Cousin Thure, that 
he becomes quite terrified. " The peas aienip'd by the trust, 
the dressing-room.is on fire— and last of all a refusal." The 



d by Google 



268 tH£ HOM£. 

Landed-proprietor declares however laughing, that he won't 
think of accepting the latter. The brother and sisters laugh 
and pass various comments. 



SCENE T HIRD. 

(The family is assembled after supper.) 

TheAs$ei»or, What is the most painful of feelinga? 

JacobL Unrequited love. 

Petrea, Ignorance of what we ought to be. 

Eva, An unforgiven injury done to any object of our 
love. 

The Mother, I am of Eva's opinion : I believe nothing 
can he more painful. 

Louisa. Yes, there is something more painful, some- 
thing more bitter, and that is, the loss of confidence in 
the object of our affections, to doubt. . . . 
(Louisa's lips quiver, and cannot finish the sentence, she tuma 
pale, rises quickly, and hastens out. A general sensation. 

The Father, What is the matter with Louisa ? Elise 
we must get to the bottom of this. She shall, she must 
disclose it I can endure no longer to see her in this 
state. I shall go this moment to speak with her, if you 
will not do it yourself. But then you must not let her 
go until she has entirely disclosed her inmost thoughts. 
The most terrible things I know of, are secrets and 
mysteries. 

The Mother. \ will go to her directly ; I have a pre- 
sentiment now. . . .dearest Ernst, if I should stay a lit- 
tle longer with her, let the others go to bed; I shall 
then find you alone. 

(G««6oat0 
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SCENE FOURTH. 

Mother and Daughter. 
The daughter kneeling with her face reclining on her hands. 
The Mother goes slowly up to her, and throws her arms a- 
round her. 

The Mother. Louisa, my dear child ! What is the 
matter with you? I have not seen you like this before. 
You must tell me what it is that presses on your heart, 
you must do it. 

Louisa. I cannot I dare not. 

T?ie Mother. You can, you dare. Do you wish to 
make me, — do you wish to make us all miserable by 
continuing as you now are. Ah, Louisa ! let no false 
shame, no false tenderness of feeling mislead you ! 
Tell me, do you break any solemn vow, infringe any 
sacred duty, by disclosing the cause of your depression ? 

Louisa No solemn vow, no sacred duty, and yet . . 
Nevertheless, .... 

The Mother. Then speak, in God's name, my child. 
Some unfounded suspicion is certainly the cause of 
yuur present condition. The sentence which you left 
unfinished this evening, what does it mean ? You weep, 
Louisa ; I entreat, I implore you, if you love me, con- 
ceal nothing from me I What is this of those whom 
you love, whom you no longer trust, and whom you can 
no longer esteem ? 

Louisa. My mother, my mother ! ah, when you look 
at me so, I feel both distress and composure at the same 
time. Oh, my God 1 all may be but a delusion, and a 
vile slander, and I . . . . Well then, I must disclose 
the secret which rends my heart, and which I con- 
sidered my duty to preserve inviolable. But forgive 
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me, my mother, if 1 cause you pain I forgive me if my 
words disturb your peace ! forgive me, if in weakness 
and doubt, I have acted unjustly towards you, and ease, if 
you can, the pain which distracts my life. Ah, you see, 
my mother, it was my delight, it was my brother's and 
sisters' joy, to think you so faultless, so angelically 
pure, it was my pride that you were so, and that you 
were my mother, and now .... 

The Mother. And now, Louisa ! 

Louisa. And now, somebody has whispered to me . . 
Oh ! I cannot utter the words I 

The Mother. Utter them I desire ; I demand ibem 
from you. We both stand before the judgment seat of 
God. 

Louisa. They wished to suggest to me the belief that 
even my mother was not faultless, and that she — and . . 

The Mother. Proceed, Louisa! 

Louisa. That she and Jacobi loved each other, that 
wicked tongues had not done wrong in censuring them, 
and that still .... I despised this remark, and her 
who made it. I endeavoured to banish this thought 
from my mind as criminaL It happened one day that 
1 was looking for you, my mother, I saw Jacobi kneel- 
ing before you, and I heard him speak of his love to 
you .... Now you know all, my mother. 

The Mother. And what is your belief of all this 7 

Louisa. Ah, I know not what I am to believe. But 
since that moment there has been no peace to my mind, 
and I have believed that I should enjoy peace no more, 
that my doubt would never be solved, since I believed 
that I could not disclose them to any one. 

Tlte Mother. — Let peace return to your heart, my 
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child ! Good heavens ! how unhappy should I he at 
this moment, were my conscience not pure! But 
thanks to heaven, my child, your mother has not to 
reproach herself with such a fall, and Jacohi is deserv- 
ing of all your respect, of all your affection. I will 
tell you very simply, how much of truth there is in that 
which has made you so unhappy. There was once a 
moment, when Jacohi was first an inmate in our house 
— when a warmer attachment to me was awakened in 
his youthful, thoughtless heart, and it was — ^in part 
returned. But you will not condemn me for an invo- 
luntary feeling, in which your father has looked down 
with the blessing of forgiveness. In a happy hour he 
and I opened our hearts to each other, and his love, 
his power and gentleness it was, which gave me strength 
to conquer my weakness. Jacohi, equally roused to 
the consciousness of his aberration, fought against it 
and conquered. We then separated, and it was our 
mutual wish, not to meet for several years. Meantime 
Henric was entrusted to his guardianship, and found 
in him an exemplary friend and tutor. When three 
years after I again saw Jacohi, I extended to him my 
hand as a sister, and he — ^yes, my dear girl, I must 
have been greatly mistaken, if at that time already he 
did not begin to love me in his heart as a mother. But 
what commenced then has since expanded to perfection, 
— it was as a son, that you saw him kneeling before 
me ; thanking me for approving of his love to my 
daughter, to my Louisa — who has so unnecessarily 
conjured up a ghost, in order to frighten herself and us 
all- 
in the latter part of this speech of the mother, there 
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lay a gentle facetiousness, which, perhaps more than 
the simple force of the explanation itself, caused the 
heart of the daughter to fill with happy conviction. 
She pressed her hands to her breast, and thankfully 
looked up to heaven. 

*^ And if you still cherish the least doubt," continued 
the mother, "then speak to your father, speak to 
Jacobi, and they will both confirm my words. But I 
see that you do not require it. Your heart has found 
peace again, my child !" 

" Ah, thank God ! thank God !" Louisa exclaimed, 
sinking at the knees of the mother, and covering her 
hands and her dress with kisses ; " Oh that I may be 
permitted to look up again to you, my mother! Oh, 
can you forgive me for having been so weak, so wretch- 
edly credulous ? Never shall I pardon myself for it I" 

Louisa was entranced, her whole body trembled 
violently. Never had she been seen in such an agitated 
state of mind. The mother saw very well how to 
apply a healing remedy, both of body and mind — 
tender words, soothing balm — to calm the state of ex- 
citement 

The mother prevailed upon her to betake herself to 
rest, then seated herself by the side of her bed, held one 
of her hands in hers, and began, in order to divert her 
thoughts from the scene which had just passed, to in- 
vestigate minutely the state of her feelings in reference 
to the Candidate and the Landed- proprietor, in the 
light of suitors. But Louisa now had but one feeling, 
one thought, the happy solution of her doubts. When 
the mother saw her more composed, she said, embrac- 
ing her : — 
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*' I nost wish you sweet repose, my dear girl ! I 
must now leave you, in order to hasten to some one 
who is now impatiently waiting for me, and this is — 
your father. He has been very uneasy about you, and 
now I can compose him, by candidly communicating 
to him every thing, that we have been talking about 
here. Besides I must tell you, that you have said 
nothing that can make us unhappy. That I have been 
and am still caluminated by some persons, he is just 
as well aware of, as I am. He has helped me to bear 
it with patience. He is so truly considerate, so excel- 
lent ! Ah, Louisa, it is a great blessing, when hus- 
band and wife, parents and children can cherish full 
confidence in each other ! Jt is a thing so sweet and 
glorious to be able to tell each other every thing in 
love!" 

SCENE FIFTH. 

The garden — It is morning. The lark is singing. The Karcis- 
sus' are smelling sweetly, the bees are humming in the 
morning breeze, the cherry blossoms are opening to the 
bees, which fly into them humming. The sun shines upon 
all his children, Louisa walks in the middle alley with her 
father, Noah's sermon in her hand, but her eyes are flxed on 
a poem found in it, which has absolutely nothing to do with 
father Noah. The Candidate approaches, from the opposite 
side, looking morose, and holding a dark pansey in his 
hand. 

[The strollers meet and salute each other in silence 

Jacobi. — Can I speak a moment with you. I will 
not detain you long. 

Louisa bows her head silently, and blushes. 

Jacobi, — I depart hence in an hour, but fiist, I must 
entreat you to answer me one question, before I say 
farewell. 

8. VOL. I, r^ T 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



274 THE HOVE. 

Louisa,— You depart ? Whither ? Why 7 

Jacobi. — Whither ! is to me indifferent if I only get 
away from this place I Why ? Because I cannot bear 
the constant unkindness of one, who is su dear to me, 
and whom once, I believe, cherished friendship for me. 
For the last fortnight you have so regarded me, that my 
life is a burden to me. And why ? have I been so unfor- 
tunate as to offend you, or excite your displeasure ? But 
why withhold an explanation from me ? Is it right to 
condemn any one unheard ? and especially a friend, a 
friend even from infancy. Is it right — forgive mev 
Louisa, — is it Christian-like to be so cruel, so inflexi- 
ble ? In the sermon which you read with so much plea- 
sure ; is there nothing there of kindness [and forgive- 
ness. 

Jacobi who was not often excited beyond his usual 
serenity and calmness, has spoken with so much ardour, 
and earnestness ; that with deep emotion Louisa re- 
plies to him. 

" I have been very unjust, I have done very wrong ; 
but I have been led into an error ; I shall perhaps at 
some future time be able to tell you how. Since yes- 
terday evening, I knew how I have been deceived, 
how I have deceived myself, — now I know that no one 
is to blame but myself. I have much to reproach my- 
self for, much reserve towards my family, much in- 
justice towards you! Forgive me, kindest Jacobi,'* 
continues she, whilst extending to him her hand, 
* almost meekly, " forgive me ! I have inflicted pain 
upon you, but" — Louisa restrains her tears no longer 
— -" but believe me, that I myself was wretched under 
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*' Thanks, thanks, Louisa !" exclaims Jacobi, 
whilst he seizes her hand and presses it to his heart 
and to his lips. " Oh, how happy does this kindness 
make me ! Now I can breathe freely once more ; now 
I can leave you with a more devoted heart." 

"Why would you leave?" inquires Louisa with a 
half peevish tone. 

" Because," replies Jacobi, ** it gives me no pleasure 
to be a witness of a betrothment, wbich I suppose will 
soon be celebrated here, and because I must of neces- 
sity be convinced, from the conduct of this latter period, 
of your incapability of entertaining any heartfelt feeling 
for me." 

*' If it were so," Louisa replies in the same tone as 
before, " I should not have been so afflicted." 

" What?" exclaims Jacobi, joyfully. " Ah, Louisa, 
what words ! what bold expectations might you not 
awaken in me ! Dare I name them to you ? May I 
express what I have sometimes thought ? and even at 
this present moment still think ?" 

Louisa is silent, and Jacobi proceeds : . 

** I have thought that the poor indigent Jacobi could 
hope for a better lot than your rich neighbour at Oes- 
tanvik. I have hoped that my love, the true devotion 
of my heart, would Joe able to make you happy ; and 
that a moderate share of temporal possessions might 
suffice you, when offered by a man who knows your 
worth, and who desires nothing better than to become 
exalted by the possession of your hand. Oh, if this 
dear hand would lead me through life, how peaceful, 
how bright would this world then become to me. I 
would not fear its adversities and its temptations! 
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How would I endeavour to prove myself thankful 
for this blessing of providence. Louisa ! such have 
been my thoughtSi imaginations, and dreams. May 
not this dream be realized V* 

Louisa does not withdraw her hand and looks upon 
him with unspeakable mildness. 

"One word!" replies JacobL "One word? Dare 
I call you my Louisa ? Louisa — ^may I ?" 

" Speak to my parents about it," says Louisa, blush- 
ing deeply, whilst she bowed her head. 

" My Louisa !" exclaims Jacobi, as he presses her to 
his heart, with overflowing tenderness and joy ; but 
Louisa pushes him gently back, whilst she says: 
" Think of my parents. Without their consent I must 
not give my promise. Their reply shall decide me." 

* * We will hasten together, my Louisa, to ask their 
blessing." 

" Go alone, dearest Jacobi," says Louisa. " I do 
not feei myself quite calm ; not strong enough at 
preseQt ; — I will await your return here." 

At the close of this the fifth scene, we presume tliat 
the Uttle drama has reached a desired termination, and 
we therefore give no further scenes of the result. 

As the Candidate was hastening from the feet of his 
mistress to throw himself at those of Louisa's parents, 
he struck violently against some one in the door -way, 
who was advancing in the opposite direction. Both 
the young men stepped a few paces back, and the 
Landed-proprietor and the Candidate stared at one 
another in astonishment. 

" I ask your pardon," said the Candidate, and wished 
to proceed. But the Landed-proprietor held him back, 
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as he inquired eagerly, and with a self-complacent 
smile : 

•* Hear, friend 1 Can you tell me whether my Louisa 
is in the garden. I am just coming from her parents, 
and wish to speak with her. Can you tell me where 
she is?" 

" Ye .... I do not know !" said Jacobi, as he tore 
himself away, and hastened, with secret anxiety at his 
heart, up to her parents. 

In the meantime the Landed-proprietor had caught 
a glimpse of Cousin Louisa in the garden, and hastened 
towards her. 

It was certainly no surprise to Louisa, as after all the 
preliminary inquiries, " Cousin, do you like fish ? 
Cousin, do you like birds 7" the main question now 
came at last : ** Cousin, do you like me." Now she 
was certainly something more enlightened ; but to this 
she returned a determined negative, but embellished 
by respect and friendship. 

The Candidate, on his side, laid, in the warmth and 
fulness of his heart, his love, his wishes, and his 
hopes before Louisa's parents. Jacobi was certainly at 
present without either occupation or property, but he 
had many prospects, and among these, stood like a sun 
and support. His Excellency O. 

The Lagman was no friend of such expectations ; 
Elise could not bear long engagements, but both of 
them loved Jacobi, both wished above all for the true 
happiness and prosperity of their child, and so it hap- 
pened, that after some deliberations, and after Louisa 
was sounded on the subject, and the parents had found 
that her wishes were really the same as those of Jacobi 
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— that she believed, she could be happy with him, and 
after Jacobi had combated all proposals with regard to 
a delay of the betrothal with earnestness, and after all 
this had been successfully gone through, Jacobi re- 
ceived a formal yes ; and he and Louisa were betrothed 
on the afternoon of the very day, whose morning- sun 
had shone upon their declaration. Jacobi was happy 
beyond all description, Louisa mild and tranquil. Hen- 
ric wished it to appear that "her Majesty" looked too 
condescending. Perhaps her thoughtful mien pro- 
ceeded in some degree from the fact that her thoughts 
were already employed upon the improvement and re- 
gulation of Jacobi's wardrobe ; she was already in her 
imagination, fabricating a fine linen shirt. Louisa had 
given her consent thus so willingly to her speedy be- 
trothal to Jacobi ; partly as she acknowledged to her 
sister Eva — that she might be able to improve him 
under her hands. Good reader, and if you are a 
Candidate, good Candidate I pardon our eldest, if she 
gave her consent in a somewhat condescending man- 
ner. We assure you the Candidate will fare no worse 
on that account He seemed to think so himself, and 
there was a charm in the sincerity of his joy which ba> 
nished much of Louisa's solemnity. This announce- 
ment, and the delight of Louisa's brother and sisters, 
smoothed the wrinkles on the Lagman's brow, and 
sweetly soothed the heart of Elise. Henric especially 
loudly proclaimed his satisfaction in finding in the 
person of his friend, and instructor, a brother-in-law — 
a real brother. 

" And hear me, brother," said he, and his large eyes 
were fixed on Louisa, " take good care of your domestic 
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tights, little brother, and do not let a petticoat rule 
your house I If you marry a queen, then you are king, 
you comprehend, and must guard " your majesty." And 
if she looks like a church, you must look like dooms- 
day, and thunder accordingly ! You laugh ? But do 
not treat ray fraternal counsels lightly, but cherish them 

well, and But, my dear friend, should we not have 

a little bowl this evening? Shall we not, mother? 
Yes, certainly ! and I will have the honour of brewing 
it myself. Should we not drink to the health of ** her 

majesty?'* I will brew a bowl with sugar and 

oranges. A bowl, a bowl ! " 

With this exclamation, Henric went with out- 
stretched arms towards the dcor, which opened at the 
very moment, and Henric embraced — the 

** O kind heaven I Best beloved of my heart,'* ex- 
claimed she. ** Ha, ha, ha, ha ! What is here ? You 
certainly did not think, my friend, that you should 
receive the old lady into your arms ? Ha, ha, ha ! " 

Respectfully and sincerely did Henric apologize, ex- 
plained the cause of his raptures, and the newly be- 
trothed ones were presented to the Lady Gunilla. 
Lady Gunilla was at first surprised, and then moved. 
With tears in her eyes, she embraced Elise, then 
Louisa, and Jacobi. " God bless you," said she, with 
her beautiful, quiet cordiality. Upon this, she sat 
down, pale and in silence, on the sofa ; whilst some me- 
lancholy recollections pictured the anxious and gloomy 
day which often succeeds the sunshiny morning of the 
betrothal. Whether from this cause, or because Lady 
O^unilla was not well, she became paler and paler. 
Gabriele ran to fetch her a glass of water, and as she 
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opened the door, met unexpectedly the Assessor, who 
was just stepping in. With a slight scream of surprise, 
she saved herself from this unexpected push. The 
Assessor looked at her with astonishment, and was just 
on the point of giving her a new name, when he was 
surrounded by the rest of the young ones. 

" Only see, only see ! " exclaimed he, " what is 
this 7 Why are you swarming about me in this way ? 
Cannot one go on in peace? I will not dance, 
Mr. Henric ? — Do not split my ears, Miss Petrea ! 
What is this? Betrothed? What? Who? Our 
eldest ! Zounds ! let me sit and take the prize 1 Our 
eldest betrothed, — ^that is indeed terrible 1 . . . Hush, 
hush ! .... is quite awful ! .... it is certainly most 
horrible.' ' 

The Assessor puffed and took snuff for some time, 
whilst the family acquainted with his habits, laughed 
heartily ; except, however, Louisa, who was almost 
angry at his exclamations, especially at the expression 
*^ dreadful." At length the Assessor put his snuff-box 
in his pocket, stood up, and said, '* Well, one must bear 
up, as well as one can, what cannot be helped. What 
is written, is written. And as it is now determined up- 
on, so, in heaven's name, happiness to you ! Prosperity 
and a blessing, dear children ! " And then he shook 
heartily the hands of Jacobi and Louisa, who returned 
the pressure, although not entirely pleased with the 
form of his wish for their happiness. 

"Never in my life," said Henric, "have I heard 
such cheerless congratulations. The Lady Gunilla and 
Uncle Munter must be in a melancholy mood to-day. 
But now he is seating himself near her, and we majt 
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therefore entertain hopes, that they will soon have a 
comfortable quarrel together." 

But no ! No quarrel arose that evening between 
the Assessor and Lady Gunilla. The Assessor had to 
make her acquainted with news, which appeared to him 
sorrowful to communicate, and which bedewed her eyes 
with tears : Pyrrhus was dead ! " He was perfectly 
well, yesterday," said the Assessor, "and licked my 
hand as I bade him good night To-day he ate his 
breakfast with a good appetite, and laid himself down 
to sleep — When I came home at noon, and was just 
rejoicing at the prospect of dining with my little com- 
panion — he was lying dead on his cushion 1 " Lady 
Gunilla and the Assessor talked much about their little 
favourite, and appeared to become quite good friends 
from the effects of the conversation. 

Jeremias Munter was in other respects in a darker 
humour than usual this evening. 

His large eyes rested on the betrothed, with a 
gloomy, piercing glance. 

" Yes," said he, speaking to himself, ** if one could 
only trust one's self that one was only 
one might then have some grounds to hope that one 
might make another happy, and be happy with her ! " 
One ought to know one's self well to be sure of that 
before one unites one's destiny with another's," said 
Louisa, not without great confidence. 

" To be sure, to be sure," repeated the Assessor, 
hastily. " Yes, exactly ! Who knows so much ? You 
do not, dear sister, that I can assure you. Ah ! " pro- 
ceeded, he with bitter melancholy, ** one may be 
terribly deceived, both about one's self, and by one's self, 
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in this life. Is there any one who — if be comprehends 
himself— has not to regret, at some time or other, his 
faithlessness towards a friend, his love, his better 
self? Oh, the selfishness, the miserable selfishness of 
man ? Where is there a corner, into which selfishness 
does not intrude. That little, wretched /, how does it 
press forward, and how do selfish thoughts, and 
selfish views, which are called good, contaminate 
man! . . . . " 

" Are you not acquainted, then, with any virtue, with 
any greatness and excellence, at which you could really 
admire ? Does not history shew us . . . . ?" 

" History !" exclaimed the Assessor, " do not speak 
about it, do not bring that as authority I No, if I 
can believe in one virtue, it is one which history can 
neither record nor comprehend. It exists only among 
those, who have played no great parts in life, who 
never have been applauded on the stage. In this there 
may, at any rate, be found something perfectly pure, 
something perfectly lovely, I will believe in it, al- 
though I do not find it within myself. • I have examined 
my own soul, and can find nothing pure. But it may 
be found in others, that I will still believe. My heart 
can feast itself with the thought, that it might be the 
seat of a perfectly pure and generous feeling. My 
God! how wonderfully beautiful! And where this 
spirit exists in the world, be it in the palace, or in the 
cottage, in the rich, or in a beggar, be it roan or 
woman, who, avoiding the praise of the world, but re- 
specting the praise of his own heart, fulfils his duties 
with honest ardour, let them be ever so diflicult, and 
unobserved, who in stillness and solitude, works and 
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prays — that being I admire and love — and place far 
above all the Caesars and Ciceros in the world !' 

The Lagman had risen at these words, and ap- 
proached the speaker. He laid his hand gently on his 
wife's shoulder ; he looked around at his children ; his 
features shone with delight. 

*' Our time," proceeded Jeremias Munter, with an 
animation seldom to be met with in him, " but little 
comprehends this greatness. It praises itself loudly, 
and is, for that reason, less worthy of praise. All will 
either be remarkable and celebrated, or else appear to 
be so. One individual steps forward, and exlaims: 
** I, II" If woman herself understood the greatness 
of her retired position, she would, also, cry out her " I" 
in the world. Scarcely will any one say t?iou from his 
heart. And nevertheless, in this you, in which man 
forgets his selfish /, lies his purest part — his greatest 
happiness. It may certainly appear grand, it may cer- 
tainly be seducing, to fill the world (even for a mo- 
ment) with one's fame; but, as in times long gone 
by, millions and millions of men unite in order to 
erect a temple to the Most High, and then sink down, 
silent and nameless, for the sake of leaving their 
names and their honour recorded there, as if that were 
greater — ^more worthy of man !" 

" You speak as king Solomon himself, uncle Mun« 
ter !" exclaimed Petrea, in raptures. " Ah, you must 
turn author. You must write a book of .... " 

" Write I For what ? In order to increase the miser- 
able vanity of man ? Write, bah !" 

" Every age has its mode of erecting temples !" ob- 
served Henric, with a fine look, 
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" No," proceeded the Assessor with visible disgust^ 
" I will not write, but I would certainly — ^live I I hare 
sometimes dreamt that T could live ! . . . " He was 
silent. A new emotion was depicted on his counte- 
nance, he rose and took up a book, in which he glanced, 
but without reading. Soon after this be glided gently 
away. 

The conversation in the family circle, was, this even- 
ing, very lively, and its result, which was described 
with jokes. to Ernst, was that they should altogether 
work at erecting a temple to the spirit which the As- 
sessor had been preaching to them, every one with his 
own tools, and his own talents. 

The Lagman walked up and down in the room, and 
only took a part now and then in the conversation, but 
listened and smiled occasionally. It appeared as if 
Jeremias Munter's words had excited within him a 
melancholy feeling. He spoke some warm sentiments 
in the praise of his friend. 

*' There is not a man possessed of a purer soul !** 
said he, " and he has by these means operated benefi- 
cially upon me. Many men wish to do good, and also 
do it ; but few have in the same degreee as he, such 
pure intentions, — perfectly noble motives ! . . . " 

*' Ah ! if we could make him happier, we might re- 
concile him more to life !" said Eva. 

** Will you undertake the work." whispered Petrea, 
jestingly. 

A kiss, rather too audible, now suddenly turned all 
eyes upon the Candidate and Louisa, who for this gave 
her bridegroom a highly displeased and angry look. 
Henric assured him that he would be quite pulverised 
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by it. When they had separated for the evening, the 
Candidate requested and obtained as a favour, a little 
kiss as forgiveness and reconciliation for the great one. 
Elise and Louisa sought one another by the same im- 
pulse, and in the cabinet of the mother the following 
conversation was held : — 

" My dear girl I " said the mother, " how did Ja- 
cobi's suit come out so suddenly ? I could never be- 
lieve that he would propose so soon. I am yet com- 
pletely surprised that you are betrothed I ** 

•* And I am so too," replied Louisa, " I can hardly 
comprehend how the affair has happened. We met this 
morning in the garden. Jacobi was in trouble, and 
melancholy, wished to depart imagining I was betroth- 
ed to Cousin Thure I then asked him for forgiveness 
for my late unkindness, and permitted him to perceive 
how my feelings were engaged. He then conversed 
with me about his hopes and his wishes, so beautifully 
and so sincerely, and then — I do not myself know how 
it was, but he called me — his Louisa 1 and I — asked 
him to talk with my parents about it ! " 

*' And in the mean time your parents sent another 
suitor to their daughter in order to receive from her 
" yes " or " no." Poor Cousin Thure I He appeared 
to have such confident hopes ; yet, I trust he will soon 
console himself. But, do you know, Louisa, that I have 
really believed for some time past that Oestanvik and 
its attractions had prevailed to entice you, and now you 
really feel no regret that you have cast from you such 
a rich portiou of earthly prosperity." 

** Regret, none, none. And yet I should be wrong if I 
were to deny that it was a temptation to me. But for 
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that reason I wished never to see Oestanvik, as I knew 
how wrong it was to allow it to influence me, as I could 
iiever endure such men as Cousin Thure ; and, besides, 
I loved Jacobi so much, and this too for many years past. 
The temptation once was strong; it was as I was re- 
turning on the journey from Axelholm in Cousin 
Thure's easy landau, — it then appeared to me as if it 
would be very pleasant to have such a carriage, and to 
pass so comfortably and splendidly through life. But 
at that time I was very unhappy — life had lost for me 
its greatest value — my confidence in her whom I loved 
most was poisoned, — ah ! there arose within me horri- 
ble doubts with regard to all this world's good ; and I 
then thought for a moment that it would be best to 
slumber through life. But now, now has this gloomy 
dream vanished, now life again brightens before me, 
and I see my way through it. Now I trouble myself 
no more about the Landau than about a wheelbarrow. 
Now, if my whole life were to me a day of labour, I 
would thank God for it. It is a joy to labour for those 
whom one sincerely loves and esteems, and I desire 
nothing higher than to be able to live and toil for my 
parents, my brother and sisters, and for- him who has 
to day become my husband before God." 

" God will bless you, my good girl! " said the mother 
embracing her, and sweet affectionate tears fell in the 
still evening. 
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